mats os 


pa shee” * 
~- Headin INS 


~ Classmark PR GOI1S -A 7 


Book No. |O os 


The University of 


Nottingham 


ee 


University of Nottingham 
Hallward Library 


THE WILLATT 
COLLECTION 


Presented to the 
University of Nottingham 


in memory of 


Sir Hugh Willatt 
(1909-1996) 


NDE Ab EEE, 8 CEE fect SY, 


x 4 xf ty Y » F rae te @ . 
V rn 0.040512. OHA, 


ae ek Il 
rea ll 
hala’ vt 


“> DATE DUE FOR R 


Rael 
\ 


BY LHE SAME AUTHOR 


MR. PUNCH’S DRAMATIC SEQUELS, 


with 14 Illustrations by E. J. WHEELER. 
London: Bradbury and Agnew. 5s. nett. 


LOST _MASTERPIECES AND OTHER 
VERSES. 


London. Constable. 3s. 6d. nett. 


THE TWO MR. WETHERBYS. 


A Middle-class Comedy in three aets. (Acting 
edition.) Samuel French, 1s. 6d. nett. 


THE RETURN OF THE PRODIGAL, 
THE CHARITY THAT BEGAN AT HOME, 


AND 
THE CASSILIS ENGAGEMENT, 


which make up the present volume, may also be 
purchased separately either in the acting edition 
or in the literary edition at 1s. 6d. nett. 


THREE PLAYS WITH. 
HAPPY ENDINGS 


BY 


ST, JOHN HANKIN 


LONDON 
SAMUEL FRENCH 
UBLISHERS 


AND 


LONDON 
PRINTED BY THE NATIONAL PRESS AGENCY LIMITED 
WHITEFRIARS HOUSE, E.c, 


| 


- , 


a Win 


So ide ded ee wk 
BoM THE LIBRARY 
ee 


Fateh SES BEN BI Le SAT Ae nT LS te an ae 


Gp 
ewes  B 


BUT FOR WHOM THESE PLAYS WOULD 


NEVER HAVE BEEN WRITTEN 


Copyright September 1907 
All rights reserved 
The Acting rights of these plays are the Property of the Author 
Entered at Stationers’ Hall 
Entered at the Library of Congress, Washington, U.S.A. 


A NOTE ON. “HAPPY 
ENDINGS” 


Propte tell me that these plays “end unhappily.’ 
Dramatic critics have even suggested that they 
do not ‘‘end” at all. Well-meaning members 
of my audiences have even taken pen and ink and 
written me long letters to show how they could (and 
should) be improved in this respect. Thus Mr. 
Jackson’s cloth mills should have caught fire, 
Eustace have performed miracles of heroism in 
extinguishing them, and Lady Faringford given 
him the hand of her daughter as a reward. While 
Verreker, melted by Margery’s distress at losing 
him—‘‘I cannot give you up, Hugh” she was to 
Say passionately—should have gone away to 
Australia and taken up horse-breeding, thereby 
‘‘redeeming his past” and rendering himself an 
eligible suitor for Lady Denison’s daughter in the 
eyes of Mrs. Eversleigh ! 

I am afraid I am unable to accept either of these 
as ‘‘happy endings.” I am far too fond of the 
Jackson family to rejoice at their cloth mills being 
burnt down. And I don’t believe Margery would be 
at all satisfactorily mated with an Australian horse- 
dealer. In fact I demur to the whole conception of 
a ‘‘ happy ending” as embodied in these suggested 
additions to the plays. Theatrical critics and 
theatrical audiences seem unable to conceive of any 
other ending toa play save a death or a marriage. 
But this is a wholly superficial view. ‘‘I can 
survive anything except death,” says one of the 
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characters in A Woman of No Importance. Had he 
reflected for amoment he would have withdrawn the 
exception. Philosophically considered death ends 
nothing, not even an episode, and we really survive 
everything. While as for marriage, so far from 
ending anything it is simply the beginning of a 
fresh set of complications. All ‘‘endings” in fact 
are purely arbitrary, and my play ‘‘ endings” are no 
more arbitrary than anyone else’s. There is a sense, 
of course, in which nothing in life ever ‘‘ends”— 
just as there is a sense in which nothing in life ever 
begins. With earth’s first clay they did the last man 
knead, and, we all of us, like Melchizedek, have 
neither beginning of days nor end of life. We 
began ages before our individual birth and shall 
continue ages after our individual death. We exist 
forever in our causes and our results. But for 
practical purposes we find it convenient to assume 
that things do begin and do end at some 
particular point, and we divide our lives more or less 
arbitrarily into a series of episodes of which we say 
‘““This one began here” and ‘‘ That one ended 
there.” 

That is what I do with my plays. I select an 
episode in the life of one of my characters or of a 
group of characters, when something of importance 
to their future has to be decided, and I ring up my 
curtain. Having shown how it was decided and 
why it was so decided, I ring it down again. The 
episode is over, and with it the play. The end is 
‘‘inconclusive” in the sense that it proves nothing. 
Why should it? It is the dramatist’s business to 
represent life, not to argue about it. It is however 
the “ending” of that particular episode, and, as 
such, forms a fitting termination for a play. 
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And if my plays ‘‘end” at all they unquestion- 
ably ‘‘end happily,” in this respect comparing 
extremely favourably with the average conventional 
comedy, which sends you out of the theatre with 
a tolerable certainty that half the marriages which 
the author has so recklessly arranged during its 
progress will turn out disastrous failures. My 
plays, on the contrary, leave their characters at 
the fall of the curtain with a reasonable prospect 
of happiness in the future. That is the most 
that life can do for any of us and the most that 
can be asked of plays which represent life or try do 
SO. 

Take the plays which make up the present 
volume. In The Return of the Prodigal a young 
man who has failed at most things and come to the 
end of his resources takes the desperate step of 
returning uninvited to the bosom of his family 
who had fondly hoped they were rid of him for 
good. So begins the episode of the Prodigal’s 
return. He remains with his family ten days 
satisfying a natural craving for food and 
replenishing his wardrobe. At the end of that time 
he extorts an allowance from his disgusted father 
and returns to London to live on it for the 
remainder of his life. That ends the episode of the 
Prodigal’s return, and no one can pretend that it ends 
it otherwise than happily for the Prodigal. No more 
looking about for ‘‘jobs”’ that never come, no more 
adding up accounts ina filthy Hong-Kong bank or 
playing steward ona filthier ocean liner. That phase 
is closed. And it is a ‘thappy ending” for the 
father too. For it relieves him of all anxiety lest 
his son should be reduced to cab-running or selling 
matches on the Embankment or even dying 
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discreditably of starvation some fine day, as young 
gentlemen of Eustace’s temperament have done 
before now. That relief is cheaply purchased at 
two hundred and fifty pounds a year paid quarterly. 
Indeed some people think too cheaply. The only 
serious objection I have ever heard to the 
‘‘happiness” of the ending of the Prodigal is that 
the allowance is too small. But as this objection 
was raised by a lady of immense wealth, perhaps her 
standard of expenditure for a ne’er-do-well was 
unduly high. And Eustace himself, it will be 
remembered, only assessed his needs at a modest 
three hundred. 

Moralists will object that the ending is 
‘‘unhappy ” because it is ignoble. That Eustace 
ought to have ‘‘ pulled himself together ” and ‘‘ done 
something,” and generally have become an entirely 
different person from what nature and education 
and environment had made him. But moralists are 
unreasonable folk. Of course the sensible and 
dignified course for the Eustaces of this world is to 
go away quietly and drown themselves, as Eustace 
very rightly points out. They are not properly 
equipped for the struggle for existence in an age of 
competition. They had better put themselves out of 
it. That would be the really “happy ending” for 
all parties. But the moralists won’t allow this. 
Suicide is a wicked and cowardly ‘‘ shirking of the 
question.” (As if that was not the only thing to do 
with a question you cannot answer.) It is the 
paramount duty of everyone to go on working at 
distasteful occupations for inadequate wages or to 
live out his life as a pauper, a criminal or a lunatic 
rather than end it once and for all in a workmanlike 
manner with a pill or a revolver. That is your true 
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employers’ standpoint. But I am not so sure if the 
unemployed can be expected to go on agreeing with 
it for ever. Or the employed either for that 
matter. However, the moralist is quite certain that 
Eustace must not destroy himself and the law says 
that if he does so he is either a madman or a felon. 
So Eustace, bowing to the measureless stupidity of 
society since he cannot alter it, accepts the situation 
and ‘‘ sponges on the family.” 

“Mit Dummheit Kampfen Gotter selbst 
vergebens.” 

And that is as near a happy ending as you are 
likely to get in this imperfect world. 

The end of Zhe Charity that Began at Home is an 
equally happy one, happier perhaps, for here even 
the moralist comes by his own. Margery Denison, 
a romantic idealist with a passion for unselfishness 
and a burning desire to ‘‘help people,” gets engaged 
to an attractive hedonist named Verreker. The two 
are almost violently unsuited to one another and the 
marriage, had it taken place, would have been a 
tragedy. Luckily Verreker has brains enough to 
realise that passing the remainder of your days with 
a wife whose moral standard you cannot possibly 
live up to is a peculiarly reckless piece of stupidity. 
Moreover, like most hedonists, he does not like 
either seeing or making other people unhappy. It is 
one of their more amiable weaknesses. And Margery 
would certainly have been very thoroughly miserable 
as his wife before they had been married six months. 
From every point of view in fact, his and hers 
alike, the match had better be broken off. So he 
breaks it off, or rather gets her to do so, and I 
think it must be admitted that he behaved well. 
Verreker had no money to speak of and Margery 
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was something ot an heiress and a very pretty one, 
If he had been a callous ruffian he would have 
married her and spent her money without greatly 
caring whether she cried her eyes out or not, Being 
a decent fellow at bottom he would not do this. In 
the words of Demosthenes he bought not repentence 
at such a price. And so Margery’s life was saved 
from shipwreck and the play ended happily. 

As to The Cassilis Engagement, the happiness of 
its ending is so obvious that it hardly requires 
demonstration. And yet the dramatic critics as a 
whole resented it with almost passionate intensity 
and seemed to think Mrs. Cassilis'a wicked soulless 
woman who had sundered two young hearts that 
might have beat as one and set her worldly ambition 
before her son’s welfare. This, of course, is absolute 
nonsense. Geoffrey Cassilis was a young man of 
good family and large expectations. One day he 
was unlucky enough to meet Ethel Borridge in an 
omnibus and ‘‘fall in love” with her. Ethel was a 
young woman with neither birth nor amiability nor 
good manners. She had an ‘‘impossible”’ mother 
and a yet more ‘‘impossible” sister. But she was 
pretty and he was young, and so he proposed to her, 
and she very naturally accepted him and was glad of 
the chance. After all, he was an agreeable youth 
and he would be very well off, and it would be nice 
to be married to a gentleman, ‘‘really married’’—a 
formality which her sister had omitted to go through. 
Such was the Cassilis Engagement and had it ended 
in marriage the marriage would have ended in the 
Divorce Court as such marriages always do. The 
dramatic critics, however, would apparently have 
faced that prospect with equanimity. Luckily, 
Mrs. Cassilis, being neither an idiot nor a sentiment- 
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alist, took. a more common-sense view -of the 
situation: » She realised that the stirrings of young 
blood and the attractions of a pretty face are not an 
all-sufficient basis for a union that is to last a life- 
time, that, so long as marriage is theoretically indis- 
soluble and practically can only be dissolved by a 
tiresome and ignominious process of law, something 
more than “‘ falling in love” is advisable in the young 
people who are about to contract it. ‘‘ Falling in 
love,” after all, is often merely a euphemism for a 
purely physical obsession which lasts only till the 
appetite which prompts it is satisfied. ‘‘ Marriage,” 
in fact, as Verreker observes in Zhe Charity that 
began at Home, ‘isn’t a thing to be romantic about. 
It lasts too long.” Still Mrs. Cassilis did not act 
without due consideration. She surveyed her ground 
before she began to manceuvre her pieces, and though 
she must have had the gravest suspicions she took 
nothing for granted. Ethel mzght be less impossible 
than she sounded. It mzght be a real romance of 
hers and Geoffry’s, not a mere sordid entanglement. 
Ethel should come down to Deynham for a week 
without prejudice and Mrs. Cassilis would form her 
own conclusions. She came—with her mother— 
Mrs. Cassilis made a great point of having the 
mother—and that was the beginning of the end of the 
Cassilis Engagement. A pretty young lady amusing 
herself in congenial surroundings in London is a 
very different person from the same young lady 
yawning her head off in uncongenial surroundings 
in the country ; and Ethel, who could pass muster in 
Bayswater showed up somewhat badly in Leicester- 
shire. But) Mrs. Cassilis gave no sign. ‘The more 
Ethel fretted and sulked the more resolutely ‘‘ kind” 
grew her hostess. No wonder Geoffery thought her 
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the best of mothers and Lady Remenham thought 
her out of her senses. So the week drew to an end 
and Ethel went upstairs to pack for their departure. 
But Mrs. Cassilis gave Mrs. Borridge a warm 
invitation to stay on—and Mrs. Borridge accepted 
it. This was too much for Ethel and she threw over 
Geoffrey, and though he was puzzled and his vanity a 
little sore I cannot honestly say he was heart-broken. 
It had been a terrible week, and—well, he supposed 
it had been a mistake. Anyhow his mother had done 
everything she could and was the best and the sweetest 
of women. So the engagement was broken off and 
anyone who does not realise that it was a ‘‘ happy 
ending ” for all parties must be perfectly imbecile. 
But this is to judge my play as a piece of real life 
and not as the plot of a comedy, and that is an 
intellectual feat which seems to be beyond the 
capacity of the average critic. By him therefore 
the breaking off of the Cassilis Engagement, instead 
of being welcomed as matter for rejoicing, was 
received with mingled tears and curses. Our 
dramatic critics when they enter a theatre seem to 
leave all sense of reality outside and judge what they 
see there by some purely artificial standard which 
they would never dream of applying to the fortunes 
of themselves or their friends. To them all engage- 
ments are satisfactory and all marriages are made in 
Heaven, and at the mere thought of wedding bells 
they dodder like romantic old women in an almshouse. 
No wonder they have reduced our drama to the last 
stage of intellectual decrepitude. 

My plays ‘‘end” then, and they ‘‘end happily.” 
But this does not mean that, like other people’s plays, 
they are not capable of continuation. I myself once 
wrote a whole volume of Dramatic Sequels in which 
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I provided additional acts for a dozen different 
plays, from Hamlet to Caste, from the Alcestis of 
Euripides to The Second Mrs. Tangueray. Ifasecond 
edition of that book is ever called for (which seems 
to me in the last degree unlikely) I shall make a point 
of adding to it the sequels to the plays in the present 
volume. Meantime if anyone has a curiosity to know 
the subsequent fortunes of the Jacksons and the 
Denisons and the Cassilises, here they are in 
brief :— 

Eustace Jackson is living in London and we often 
have luncheon together at the club. He married a 
lady with a considerable income who is sensible 
enough never to expect him to be anything different 
from what he is. So they get on admirably together 
and he makes her the most amusing and delightful 
of husbands. In fact they are an exceedingly happy 
couple and old Jackson is so delighted that Eustace 
has at last ‘‘done something sensible” that he 
spontaneously increased his allowance—as soon as 
he no longer needed it. So Eustace really gets that 
three hundred a year after all. He isnever, I think, 
likely to become a distinguished man. That requires 
will and Eustace has only brains. But his book on 
‘¢ How to Fail in Every Profession: By one who has 
done it” had a certain success among his more 
intimate friends. Ultimately I suppose, like all the 
other people who can write but have nothing to say, 
he will become a dramatic critic. But I hope not. 

Margery Denison is married to Hylton and they 
have an enormous family. They still continue to 
“be kind to people” and their protégés continue to 
get themselves and each other into all kinds of hot 
water. But there is a providence which watches 
over good people and fools and they never come to 
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really serious grief. ‘‘The souls of the ‘ust are in 
the hands of God.” 

Geoffrey Cassilis married Mabel to the delight ot 
their respective mothers and of the whole county, and 
unless they break their necks in the hunting field 
nothing seems likely to interrupt the even tenor of 
their happiness. They live down at Deynham in 
that little house on the edge of the Park the prospect 
of which so appalled Ethel Borridge, and there is 
now a little Geoffrey to follow in the footsteps of his 
fond father. I only hope when he is grown-up and 
in his turn falls in love with the inevitable chorus 
girl, his grandmother will be alive to save him from 
the consequences of his folly. For I doubt if she 
has ever dared to tell Mabel or Geoffrey her secret 
for dealing with romantic attachments of this kind. 
Ethel Borridge married Lord Buckfastleigh as soon 
as he became a widower—and worried that venerable 
nobleman into his grave in six months. So she also 
‘“ended happily.” 


Campden, 
September, 1907. 
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THE PERSONS OF THE COMEDY 


SAMUEL JACKSON 

Mrs. JACKSON’ (7s wzfe) 

Henry JACKSON (thezr elder son) 
EUSTACE JACKSON (their younger son) 
VIOLET JACKSON (their daughter) 
Sir JOHN FarInGForD, BArrt. 

Lapy FaArRInGForRD (A7s wife) 
STELLA FARINGFORD (their daughter) 
Dr. GLAISHER 

Tue Rev. Cyrit Pratr (the Rector) 
Mrs. Pratr (his wzfe) 

Baines (Butler at the Jacksons’) 


Two FOoTMEN 


The action of the play takes places at Chedleigh 
Court, the Jacksons’ house in Gloucestershire, Act I. 
in the Drawing-room, Act II. in the Breakfast-room, 
Act III. on the Lawn and Act IV. in the Drawing-room 
again. Chedleigh, as everybody knows, is famcus for 
its cloth mills. 


Cast of the, Original, Production at, the Royal Court 
Theatre, London, on September 26th, 1905 -— 


Samuel Jackson 

Mrs. Jackson 

Henry Jackson 
Eustace Jackson 
Violet Jackson 

Sir John Faringford, Bart. 
Lady Faringford 
Stella Faringford ... 
Doctor Glaisher 

The Rev. Cyril Pratt 
Mrs. Pratt 


Baines... 


¥ 


Mr. J. H. BARNES 
Miss FLoreENcE HayDoNn 
Mr. DERNIS EADIE 

Mr. A. E. MATTHEWS 
Miss Amy LAMBORN 
Mr. ARTHUR APPLIN 
Miss Hitpa RIVERS 
Miss Haze THOMPSON 
Mr. F. W. PERMAIN 
Mr. NorRMAN PaGE 
Miss AGNEs THOMAS 


Mr. EpMUND GWENN 


ato 


The Play produced by Mr. H. GRANVILLE BARKER 


THE RETURN, OF THE PRODIGAL 
ACT I. 


SCENE :—The Jacksons’ Drawing-room, a handsome 
room suggesting opulence rather than taste. Not 
vulgar but not distinguished, Too. full of furni- 
ture, pictures, knickknacks, chair covers, plants 
in pots. Too full of everything. The door its 
on the right. On the grand piano, which is on 
the opposite side of the room from the door, are 
large bowls of flowers, photograph frames, and 
other inappropriate things.. There are also plants 
in the fireplace, as it is summer and that is the 
Jacksons’ conception of the proper way to adorna 
fireplace and a suitable place for growing plants. 
Easy chairs.everywhere. The room is lighted by 
electricity, but when the curtain rises only a few 
of the lights are turned on. The time is after 
dinner on a summer evening. 

(When the curtain rises the stage is empty. Then 
the door opens and Laby FaRINGFORD enters, fol- 
lowed by her daughter Stretita, Mrs. Pratt, 
VIOLET JACKSON, and, after an interval, Mrs. 
JACKSON.) 

Mrs. JACKSON 
(heard calling to her husband before she enters) : 
You won’t stay too long over your cigars will you, 

Samuel? (She comes in.) I always notice the gen- 

tlemen stay far too long in the dining-room unless 

they’re specially told not to. Now, Lady Faring- 
ford, where will you sit? Try this sofa. 
Lapy FARINGFORD 

(selecting the most comfortable corner of the sofa): 

Thank you. 
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Mrs. JACKSON :~ 


That’s right. Mrs.' Pratt, where shall I put you? 
No, don’t go there. That’s such a long way off. 
Come here. (Drags up arm-chair near Lapy FaRING- 
FORD with hospitable inelegance) (Mrs. PRatr sits) 
Are you all right, Stella? 


STELLA 
(who has already found a seat): 
Quite, thanks, Mrs. Jackson. 


VIOLET : 
Where will you go, mother ? 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


. I’m going to sit here. Wait till I turn on some 

more light: (Goes to door and does so) That's 

better ! 

(Mrs. Jackson takes seat by Lapy FaARINGFORD. 

VIOLET sits by STELLA and, after a decent interval, 

draws work-basket towards her and quietly begins 
to knit.) 


Lapy IARINGFORD : 

I do envy you your electric light, Mrs. Jackson. 
Lamps are so troublesome. The servants are always 
setting themselves on fire with them: 

Mrs. JACKSON 
(comfortably) : 
It is convenient, isn’t it. 


Lapy FARINGFORD: 
How long have you had it? 
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Mrs. JACKSON: 

Only about eighteen months. We had it brought 
here at the same time that they were putting it in at 
the Mill. It seemed a pity not to as it was so close. 
And now I don’t know what we should do without it. 


Mrs. PRATT: 
- I-saw it was all on at the Mill as we passed 'to- 
night. 

Mrs. JACKSON: 

Yes. They can work much later now it’s been put 
in. That was Henry’s idea. It was almost impos- 
sible to work overtime profitably before on account 
of the light. Now the Mill often works night and 
day when there’s a pressure. 


STELLA : 
Surely the workmen must sleep sometimes? 
Mrs. JACKSON 
(placidly) : 
They have different sets of workmen I believe. 
But you must ask Henry. He knows all about it. 


LaDy FARINGFORD : 
Mr. Jackson seems pretty cheerful about his elec- 
tion prospects. 
Mrs. JACKSON : 
Yes. I do hope he’ll get in. It will be such an 
amusement for him. 


Mrs. PRATT: 


It would certainly be most regrettable if Mr. Ling 
were elected. He is a dissenter. The Rector says 
a clergyman should have no politics, but J say a 
clergyman with no politics is never made a bishop. 


3 - THE! RETURN OF THE PRODIGAL. 


Lapy FARINGFORD: 


I trust the Rector will not allow Mr. Ling to use 
the Parish Room for any of his meetings. 


Mrs. PRattT: 


I’m afraid he will. | He says he can’t make dis- 
tinctions between the two parties. If he lends the 
room to one he must lend it to the other. 


Lapy FARINGFORD: 


Then he had better lend it to neither. That will 
answer the purpose quite well. For Mr. Jackson 
can easily hire some place for his meetings while Mr. 
Ling cannot. It is such:a comfort that all the rich 
people about here are Conservatives. But I believe 
the same thing may be noticed in other parts of the 
country. It almost seems like a special Providence. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 
I hope Sir John thinks my husband will get in? 


Lapy FARINGFORD: 


Oh, yes, I think so. It’s unfortunate that. Mr. 
Ling is so popular. Only with quite vulgar people, 
no doubt, nonconformists and so forth. But even 
then they have votes unfortunately. Still, Mr. 
Jackson employs a large number of people, and they 
will vote for him of course—or what’s the use of 
being an employer ?—and if he is sufficiently liberal 
with his subscriptions 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


I believe my husband subscribes to everything. 
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LaDy FARINGFORD : 
Ehen I’m sure he’ll get in. It’s'a pity he won’t 


have the Illingtons’ support, by the way. They have 
a great deal of influence in their,part of the county. 


Mrs. : Pratt 
(horrified) : 
Surely Sir’James hasn’t turned Radical? . 
Lapy FARINGFORD : 

‘No, no.’ Not!so: bad'as that! «But I hear he’s 
quite ruined. » His racing stable has cost’ him a’ for- 
tune in the last few years, and he’s never won'\a 
single race, Braden will be to let in the autumn. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


Poor Sir James. He will feel parting with the 
place dreadfully. 
Lapy FARINGFORD : 


It’s his own fault. He ought never to have made 
that absurd marriage. Mary. Illington—she was 
Mary Tremayne, you know, one of the Wiltshire 
Tremaynes—hadn’t a, sixpence. What will be- 
come of that boy of theirs at Eton I,can’t think. 
They’ll never be able to pay his school bills. 

Mrs. JACKSON: 

Public schools are dreadfully expensive, aren’t 
they? I remember when Eustace, my second boy, 
was at Harrow—Henry was never at a Public School 
—his bills were terribly high. 


Mrs. PRATT : 
I wonder whom we shall have at Braden. I do 
hope they will be Church people, . The Scalebys, who 
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took Astley Park, play tennis on Sundays and seem 
to me to be little better than heathens. It sets.such 
a bad example. 


Lapy FARINGFORD : 


The county is changing sadly. Half the old 
houses have changed hands, and the new people are 
usually quite dreadful. If this sort of thing goes 
on there won’t be a single person fit to speak to 
within twenty miles. 

(Silence falls upon the company as LaDy FARINGFORD 

makes this tactful remark, but that lady seems 

quite unconscious of the effect she has produced, 
Then STELLA breaks the awkward pause.) 


STELLA 
(to VIOLET) : 
What are you working at? 
VIOLET : 
A pair of socks for Old Allen. I always give him 


a pair for his birthday. That’s about a month from 
now. i 


Mrs. PRATT: 

I hope you and Mrs. Jackson have got a lot of 
things ready for the Mission Room Fund Bazaar, 
Violet? We want to clear off our debt, and, if pos- 
sible, have something in hand as well. 


VIOLET : 
Oh, yes. I’ve done some things and so has 
mother. I’ll send them up in a day or two. 
Mrs. PRattT: 


And thank you so much, Lady Faringford, for the 
embroidered tea-cloth you sent. It is sure to sell! 
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Lapy FARINGFORD: 


Let us hope so. It’s extremely ugly. I bought it 
at the Kettlewell sale of work last year intending to 
give it to my poor sister Adelaide. But afterwards 
I hadn’t the heart. So I sent it to your bazaar 
instead. 

(Another awkward pause. Poor Mrs. Pratt smiles 
pies nervously.) 


Mrs. JACKSON: 
Vi, my dear, won’t you play us something ? 


STELLA: 


Do, Vi. We-never have any music at the Hall 
now Fraulein Schmidt has gone. 


VIOLET : 
Very well, if you’d really like it. (Rises and goes 
to piano) 
Lapy FARINGFORD 
(to Mrs, Jackson) : 


You remember her? She was Stella’s governess. 
Quite an intelligent, good creature. But I dare say 
you never met her. She never used to come down 
to dinner. I always think German governesses so 
much more satisfactory than English. You see, 
there’s never any question about having to treat them 
as ladies. And then they’re always so plain. That’s 
a great advantage. And German is such a useful 
language, far more useful for a young girl than 
French. There are so many more books she can be 
allowed to read in it. French can be learnt later— 
and should be in my opinion. 
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Mrs: PRATT 
(who has recovered from the shock of the tea-cloth 
incident) : 

I quite agree with you, Lady Faringford... But 
the Rector is less strict in these matters. He allowed 
my girls to begin French directly they went to school, 
at Miss Thursby’s. But Pm bound to say they, never 
seem to have learnt any. So perhaps it did no harm. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


Yes, I have always heard Miss Thursby’s was an 
excellent school. 
(VioLET begins to play. The piece selected is the 
second movement of. Beethoven’s twenty-seventh 
Sonata, sometimes called ‘‘ The Conversation with 
the Beloved.’’ Before she has played a dozen bars, 
however, Baines, the JAcKsoNs’ butler, enters, and 

she stops.) 


BAINES 
(going up to Mrs. Pratt, and speaking in under- 
tone) : 
If you please, Madam, Simmonds is here asking if 
you could see him. They sent him on from the 
Rectory. 


Mrs. PRATT : 
Simmonds? Did he say his business ? 
BAINES 
(coughs discreetly) : 
Something about Mrs. Simmonds, I think, Madam. 


Mrs. PRATT: ? 
Of course, I remember. I will come in a moment. 
(rising) You'll excuse me, won’t you, dear Mrs. 
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Jackson? It’s Mrs. Simmonds. Foolish woman, 
she’s had another baby. Her husband is in the hall. 
I shall probably have to run over to the Rectory for 
some things for her. 


Mrs. JACKSON 
(rising at once): 
~ Oh, no, you mustn’t do that. I am sure we have 
everything necessary here, soup and jelly and flan- 
nel, and anything else you think wise. And, of 
course, they will want some money: I had better 
come and see Simmonds with you. Then we can 
tell the housekeeper to put the things together for 
him. 
Mrs. PRATT: 
But it’s giving you so much trouble. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


Not in the least. It’s no trouble. | And I can’t 
have you running away and leaving us before the 
Rector has finished his cigar. That would never do. 


VIOLET 
(rising) : 
Can I do anything, mother ? 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


No, dear. I can manage quite well. You stay 
here and entertain Lady Faringford and Stella. We 
shan’t be five minutes. 
(Mrs. Jackson hurries out beaming with benevo- 
lence, closely attended by Mrs. Pratr. Barnes fol- 
lows them out with dignity, refusing to allow his 
composure to be ruffled by so trivial an incident as 

the arrival of a cottager’s baby.) 
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VIOLET: 


Poor Mrs. Simmonds. I do hope the baby will 
be all right. 


Lapy FARINGFORD : 


I have no doubt. it will. | When people have far 
more children already than is either convenient or 
necessary their babies always exhibit extraordinary, 
vitality. Nothing seems to kill them. But you 
were going to play to us, dear. 

(VIOLET returns to piano and begins to play again. 
STELLA listens with obvious pleasure. Lapy FARING- 
FORD fidgets, picks up book, yawns, puts it down 
again, and generally shows by her manner that she 
is bored to death by the music. Presently she suc- 
ceeds in attracting STELLA’S attention by tapping 
gently with her fan, and beckons to her. STELLA 
gets up resignedly and goes over to sit by her 
mother, who begins to talk to her under cover of the 
music.) 

By the way, Stella, how are things going between 

you and Henry? 


STELLA : 
What do you mean, mother ? 


Lapy FARINGFORD : 
Has he asked you to marry him yet? 


STELLA : 
No. 


Lapy FARINGFORD: 


Strange! I thought he would have done so be- 
fore now. I have given him several opportunities. 
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STELLA : 
Mother ! 
Lapy FARINGFORD: 


He is going to, I suppose? 


, STELLA: 
I don’t know. 


Lapy FARINGFORD: 


Nonsense, child. Of course you do. A girl 
always knows when a man wants to propose to her, 
unless she is perfectly idiotic. He will certainly pro- 
pose if you give him proper encouragement. (per- 
suasively) And when he does you will accept him? 


STELLA 
(thoughtfully) : 
I’m not sure. 
Lapy FARINGFORD : 
Not sure? Why not? You like him, don’t you? 
; I can’t think who invented music after 
dinner. One can hardly hear oneself speak. 
As I was saying, you like him? 
STELLA ; 
Oh, yes. I like him. 


LaDy FARINGFORD : 

Then of course you will accept him. When a man 
proposes to a girl and she likes him, and he is well 
off and otherwise eligible, she should always accept 
him. 

STELLA : 
But (hesitates) I don’t love him, mother. 
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Lapy FARINGFORD: 


My dear, you must not expect impossibilities. 
Love matches aren’t very common among people of 
our class. And they’re by no means always suc- 
cessful either. Quite the contrary. If you marry a 
man you like you may come to love him—in time. 
But if you marry a man you love you may easily come 
to loathe him. 
STELLA 
(sighs) : 

Well, I suppose I shall have to marry him in the 
end, 


| 


Lapy FARINGFORD : 

Of course you will. And I’m sure you might do a 
great deal worse. The Jacksons are really very well 
off. The business has grown enormously in the last 
few years. Of course, they’re parvenus. But 
everybody one meets nowadays is either a parvenu or 
a pauper. And really girls are so numerous just now 
they can’t afford to be as particular as they were. 
Henry is the only son. 


STELLA : 
No, mother. There’s Eustace. 


Lapy FARINGFORD : 
I don’t count Eustace. He went away years ago 
—to one of the colonies, I believe—and doubtless 
came to a bad end, Probably he’s dead by now. 


STELLA : 
Mother! How can you say such terrible things ! 
Lapy FARINGFORD : 


Nonsense. Of course he’s dead. And a very 
good thing, too. - . . Really, what a noise our 
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good Violet is making. . . . If he weren’t dead 
one would have heard something of him. That sort 
of young man always makes himself felt by his rela- 
tives as long as the breath’s in his body. 


STELLA : 


But if he’s abroad 


Lapy FARINGFORD : 


Then he would write—for money. People in the 
Colonies always do write for money. | You don’t 
remember him, do you ? 


STELEA: 


Hardly at all. I’ve seen him, of course. 


Lapy FARINGFORD: 


Ah! He was a handsome fellow. Clever, too. 
But a thorough detrimental. It’s just as well he 
went to the Colonies. No, my dear, you can’t do 
better than accept Henry. He’ll be quite a rich man 
some day, and he’s really very fairly presentable. 
And his father will get into Parliament. Not that 
that means anything nowadays. Here he is. 

(Lapy FARINGFORD leans back in her corner of the 

sofa, and makes a decent pretence of having listened 

to the music as the men enter from the drawing- 

room. They are Str JOHN FARINGFORD, the RECTOR, 
Mr. Jackson, and Henry.) 


MR. JACKSON : 


Hullo, all alone, Lady Faringford?  What’s be- 
come of Maria—and Mrs. Pratt? 
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VIOLET 
(breaking off in the middle of her playing and rising 
from the piano) : 
Simmonds came to ask if he could see Mrs. Pratt. 
Mrs. Simmonds is ill. Mother and Mrs. Pratt are 
putting some things together for him to take to her. 


Lapy FARINGFORD 
(sweetly) : 
Your daughter has been entertaining us with her 
charming music while Mrs. Jackson was away. 
What was that little piece you were playing, dear? 


VIOLET : 
A sonata of Beethoven, Lady Faringford. 


Lapy FARINGFORD : 
Indeed? Very pretty. 


THE RECTOR : 

You are going to play at our next Parish concert, 

I hope, Miss Jackson? 
VIOLET : 

Yes. Mrs. Pratt and I have been getting out the 
programme. 

Sir JOHN: 

Miss Jackson is a tower of strength in the musi- 
cal line. Stella hardly plays a note. I always tell 
my wife it’s the result of having had a German gov- 
erness. How can you expect a child to learn music 
in German? 

Lapy FARINGFORD : 


I believe all modern music is written in German. 
It certainly sounds like it. 
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HENRY 
(joining STELLA, who has made her escape from her 
mother to the other side of the room at the first 
opportunity) : 


I hope you haven’t been dull, Miss Faringford, 
while my mother has been out of the room. It’s 
shocking of her to leave her guests in this way. 

STELLA : 


Not at all. Vi has been playing to us. It has 
been delightful. 
HENRY: 


You’re very fond of music, aren’t you? 
yy ) 
STELLA : 


Yes. It’s curious, when I was a child they made 
me learn, of course, but I didn’t care a bit about 
it. I was awfully troublesome over my lessons, I 
remember. So I made nothing of it. And now, 
when I’d give anything to be able to play, I can’t. 


HENRY : 
Why don’t you take it up again? 


STELLA ; 

I do try sometimes. Sometimes I set to work 
and practise feverishly for a whole week. | But it 
doesn’t last- 

HENRY : 


You should persevere. 


STELLANS 


I know, but I don’t... I suppose I’m lazy. But 
that’s like me. _I want to do things. I see I ought 
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to do them. But somehow they don’t get done. I 
expect you can’t understand that ? 


HENRY: 


I’m afraid I can’t. If I want a thing I take the 
necessary steps to get it. That’s what ‘‘ wanting ”’ 
means, with me. 


STELLA 
(thoughtfully) : 
And do you always get it? 
Henry : 
Generally. | A man can generally get a thing in 


the end if he gives his mind to it. 


STELLA'S 
Most people wouldn’t say that. 


HENRY : 
That’s because most people don’t know what they 
want. Instead of fixing their mind on one thing, 


and being determined to get it, they keep aiming first 
at one thing and then at another. So of course they 
don’t get anything. They don’t deserve to. 
STELLA 
(rather wistfully) : 
Most people don’t aim at ali. They simply take 
what comes. 
HENRY : 
Surely you don’t do that? 


STM lia 
I believe I do. (laughing) You'see, there’s 
really not room for more than one will in any family. 
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In our family it’s mamma’s. Mamma always knows 
what she wants—like you. The worst of it she 
doesn’t always know what we want. 


HENRY : 
I see. What happens then? 


STELLA: 

Oh, mamma wins. We struggle a little some- 
times, papa and I. But she gets her way in the end. 
(There is silence between them for a moment. 
Henry looks round, and, noticing everybody else 
tmmersed in conversation, feels that his opportunity 
has come for laying his hand and heart at Miss 
FARINGFORD’S feet. _ He drops his voice to a confi- 

dential undertone and sets about it.) 


HENRY : 
Miss Faringford, there’s something I want to say 
to you. 
STELLA : 
That sounds very serious. 


HENRY : 
It is serious—to me. It’s something I’ve wanted 
to teil you for a long time. 


STELLA 
(rising nervously) : 

Well, don’t tell it me to-night. Later on, per- 
haps. I don’t think I want to hear about serious 
things to-night. 

HENRY 
(rising also) : 
When may I[ tell it to you? 
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STELLA : 
I don’t know. Some time, perhaps. But not 
now.  Here’s your mother come back with Mrs. 


Pratt: 


(At this opportune moment Mrs. JAcKSON and Mrs. 

Pratt do, as a matter of fact, re-enter from their 

ministrations to poor SIMMONDS, and STELLA, for the 
moment, is saved. She goes towards them.) 


Mrs. JACKSON : 


Lady Faringford, what will you think of me for 
leaving you so long? But the housekeeper was out. 
She had gone down to the village to see her niece, 
who is ill. So Mrs. Pratt and I had to put the things 
together for Simmonds ourselves. Mrs. Simmonds 
has another baby, Samuel. 


Mrs. PRATT: 


The poor are terribly thoughtless in these matters. 
That makes her sixth. But I’m bound to say poor 
Simmonds seemed quite conscious of his folly. 


Lapy FARINGFORD : 


That, at least, is satisfactory. But I have no 
hope that it will affect his future conduct. He will 
go on having children—at the usual intervals—until 
he dies. And then they will all come on the Parish. 


Mrs. JACKSON 
(puzzled) : 


But is Simmonds going to die? He said nothing 
about it. But, of course, he was rather flurried. 
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Mr. JACKSON 
(staggered for the moment by the fatuity of his 
wife’s remark, but recovering himself gamely) : 


I hope you sent whatever was necessary, Maria? 


Mrs. PRATT: 
Far more. I really had to interfere to prevent 
Mrs. Jackson from emptying her store cupboard. 


THe RECTOR: 


Well, well, I dare say poor Mrs. Simmonds will 
find a use for everything. 


Mr. JACKSON: 


No doubt. And besides, with an election in pros- 
pect 


Sir JOHN: 
Exactly; it can do no harm. 


Mr. JACKSON: 


By the way, Sir John, as chairman of my election 
committee, there’s a point on which I want your 
advice. The local Branch of the Independent Order 
of Good Templars wrote to me ten days ago asking 
for a subscription. So I sent five guineas. 


Sir JOHN: 


Quite right. The Temperance Vote must be reck- 
oned with in this Division. 


Mr. JACKSON: 


Just so. But the Good Templars published the 
fact in the local newspaper. 
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Sir JOHN: 
Well, that’s what you wanted, wasn’t it? 
Mr. JACKSON: 


Ye-es. No doubt. But I forgot that the Secre- 
tary of the Local Branch of the Licensed Victuallers’ 
Association would be sure to see the paragraph, and 
write to me for an explanation. 


Sir JOHN: 
I see. Did he? 
Mr. JACKSON: 
Yes. 
Sir JOHN: 
Ah! What did you do? 
Mr. JACKSON: 
I was in some doubt. But Sims, my agent, told 
me the Licensed Victuallers had a Benevolent Fund 


or something. So I sent ten guineas to that. That 
seemed the best way out of the difficulty. 


Sir JOHN: 
Much the best, much the best. (trying to escape) 


Mr. JACKSON 
(detaining him) : 


But that’s not the end of the matter. For now 
the Good Templars have written to ask if I am pre- 
pared to support any legislation designed to combat 
the evil of the Drink Traffic. And the Licensed Vic- 
tuallers want to know if I will pledge myself to 
oppose any Bill which aims at the reduction of the 
sale of intoxicating liquors. 
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Sir JOHN: 
Hum! They rather had you there! 


Mr. JACKSON: 


Yes... . . However? think I’ve got out of 
it all right. I’ve written a letter to the Licensed 
Victuallers to say I’m not in favour of unduly re- 
stricting the sale of liquor in the interests of Tem- 
perance Propaganda. And I’ve written another to 
the Good Templars saying that I’m quite in favour 
of Temperance Propaganda providing it doesn’t un- 
duly restrict the sale of intoxicating liquor. I think 
that meets the case? 


Sir JOHN: 

I see. Running with the hare and hunting with 
the hounds, ch? Quite right. I think you got out 
of it very well. | And now we really must be saying 
good-night. (to LaDy FaRINGFOoRD) : Come, my dear, 
It’s time we were going. 

Mrs. JACKSON: 
Ob, you mustn’t go yet. It’s quite early. 
Lapy FARINGFORD : 

Weare early people. (rises) We really must go. 

Stella, my dear, we must be putting on our things: 
HENRY: 
I’ll ask if your carriage is round. (rings) 


Lapy FARINGFORD : 
If you will be so good. I told the coachman ten. 
I do hope it’s stopped raining. I believe the farmers 
want it, but it’s so bad for the horses. 
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HENRY 
(to BAINES, who appears in answer to his ring) : 


Lady Faringford’s carriage. 
BAINES : 
It’s at the door, sir. 
HENRY : 
Very well. (exit Barnes) 


Lapy FARINGFORD: 


Good-night, then, Mrs. Jackson. Such a pleasant 
evening. Come, Stella. 
(General adieux. The FARINGFORDS and STELLA go 
out escorted by HENRY and Mr. JAcKSON.) 


Mrs. PRATT: 
I think we ought to be going, too. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 

No, no. You mustn’t run away like that. I’ve 
not had a moment to speak to the Rector. And I’m 
sure Vi will want to talk to you about the next con- 
cert. Sit down again, Mrs. Pratt. (re-enter HENRY 
and Mr. Jackson) What sort of a night is it, 
Samuel? Has it. stopped raining? (sits down 
beside THE Rector on the sofa) 


Mr. JACKSON: 
Yes; it’s not raining now. But it’s very dark. 


THE RECTOR: 


The moon’s full, too. | But I suppose there’s too 
much cloud about. 
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Mrs. JACKSON : 

I do hope it will be lighter before you have to go 
home. It’s such a dark road from here to the 
Rectory. 

THE RECTOR: 

We have a lantern. We always bring it when we 
go out at night. We don’t trust the moon. She’s 
fickle, Mrs. Jackson, like all her sex. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


Rector, if you talk like that I shall scold you. And 
so will Mrs. Pratt. 
(There is a sudden noise of footsteps outside. Then 
the door opens hurriedly, and BAINES appears. He 
crosses at once to Mr. JACKSON, and speaks ina sort 
of breathless undertone.) 


BAINES : 


If you please, Sir 
Mr. JACKSON: 
Well, what is it, Baines? 


BAINES: 


If you please, Sir, it’s . . . (confidentially) 
Mr. Eustace. (Mr. Jackson turns sharply round) 
He was lying just by the front door. 


Mr. JACKSON: 
Mr. Eustace? 
Mrs. JACKSON 


(hearing the name and jumping up from her seat) : 
Eustace ! 
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BAINES : 


Yes, Sir. Yes, Madam. Thomas saw him just as 
he was coming in after shutting the front gate. The 
moon came out for a moment and he saw him... He’s 
fainted, Sir. At least, I think so. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


I must go to him. (hurries towards door) 


Mr. JACKSON: 
No. Not you, Maria: I’ll go. 
(The door opens.) 


BAINES : 

I think they’re bringing him in here, Sir. 
(Enter the Two FootMeEN, carrying a draggled and 
dishevelled body by the shoulders and the heels. 
The room becomes a scene of excitement and con- 
fusion, everybody talking at once and getting into 
each other’s way. Chairs are pushed this way and 
that, and the sofa is dragged out into the middle of 

the room to receive the body as it is brought in.) 


Mrs. JACKSON: 
Oh, my poor boy! My poor dear boy! (rushes 
to him) 
VIOLET : 
Wait a minute. Put him here. 


Mrs, JACKSON : 
Oh, he’s dead! He’s dead! I know he’s dead. 


VIOLET : 
Hush, mother. Some brandy, quick, Baines. And 
some cold water. I think he’s only fainted. (puts 
cushion under his head and opens shirt at neck) 
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THE RECTOR: 


Poor fellow ! 
Mrs. Pratt 
(noticing the condition of Eustace’s boots): 
Oh, Mrs. Jackson. Your sofa! It will be utterly 
ruined. — 
Mrs. JACKSON 
(bending over him, wild with anxiety) : 
Oh, I wish they’d be quick with the brandy. 
Henry, go at once for Dr. Glaisher. 


THE RECTOR: 

Let me go. We pass his house anyway. And we 
mustn’t stay any longer. We should only be in the 
way here. Come, my dear. 

(Enter Baines with brandy and jug of water.) 


Mrs. PRATT: 
Good-bye, dear Mrs. Jackson. No. You mustn’t 
stir. And I do hope he’ll be all right soon. We’ll 
send Dr. Glaisher round at once. 


Tue RECTOR: 

Good-bye. (to HENry) Don’t come with me, my 
dear fellow. Baines can find my things. Stay and 
look after your brother. 

(THE Rector and Mrs. Pratt flurry out, followed by 
Baines. Meantime Mrs. JAcKson has been trying 
to force some brandy between clenched teeth of the 
patient.) 
VIOLET : 

Your handkerchief, Henry. Quick. 

(Henry gives it to her. She dips it in jug, wrings it 
out and, kneeling beside the sofa, puts it over 
patient’s forehead by way of bandage.) 
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Mrs. JACKSON 
(lamentably) : 
He doesn’t stir. 
Mr. JACKSON: 
I can feel his heart beating, a little, I think. But 
I’m not sure. 


Mrs. JACKSON : 


Oh, will he never come round! I wish Dr. 
Glaisher would come. If he were to die! 


VIOLET 
(soothing her) : 
Hush, mother. He’s only fainted.  Didn’t you 
hear father say he could hear his heart beating ? 


Mrs. JACKSON: 
Is there anything else we could do? My salts! 


VIOLET 
(rising) : 

I'll get them, mother. 

Mrs. JACKSON: 

They’re on my dressing table. . . . (VIOLET 
nods and goes out quickly) .- . . No, I remem- 
ber I had them in the library this morning. I’ll go 
and look. Or was it the breakfast room? I’m not 
sure. Oh dear, oh dear, poor darling Eustace! 
(And the poor old lady waddles out in a burst of 

tears.) 


Mr. JACKSON : 


She’ll never find them. You go, Henry, and help 
her. Try the breakfast room, 
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(HENRY goes out after his mother, and MR. JACKSON 
is left alone with his prostrate son. For a minute or 
so he fusses round, making futile and rather 
grotesque efforts to restore him to consciousness, re- 
moistening the bandage on his forehead and renew- 


ing the attempt to administer brandy. Then 
VIOLET’s voice is heard through the door, which is 
left open.) 
VIOLET 


(without) : 
Tather ! 
Mr. JACKSON 
(going to door, hurriedly) : 


Yes, yes, what is it? (enter VIOLET) 


VIOLET : 


Have you your keys? Mother thinks she may 
have left her salts on your desk in the library, and 
it’s locked. 


Mr. JACKSON 
(frantic with nervous irritation) : 


Dek! ;,.Here-they-are. .(VIOLET, going). I'd 
better come or you’ll disturb all my papers. 
(Mr. Jackson fusses out after his daughter, and for 
a minute or so the patient is left alone. The patient 
takes advantage of this to raise himself cautiously 
from his recumbent posture and wring out the 
bandage on his forehead, which he finds disagreeably 
wet. He also removes a novel with a bright red 
cover, inconsiderately left on the sofa, which some- 
what interfered with his comfort as he lay wpon it. 
He reads the title on the back of it, which is 
‘* Hester’s Escape,’’ and smiles grimly at his sister’s 
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taste in fiction. Hearing noise of returning foot- 
steps, he hurriedly replaces the book on the sofa and 
the bandage on his forehead, and resumes his faint- 
ing condition as his mother re-enters with HENRY.) 


Mrs. JACKSON 
(piteously) : 


They’re not in the library. Where can I have put 
them ? 
HEnry : 


The others will find them. Violet is looking in 
your bedroom. She always finds things. And the 
Governor is in the breakfast-room. They’ll be here 
in a moment. 

(Enter VIOLET with salts in her hand, followed at a 
short interval by Mr. Jackson.) 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


Thanks, dear. (bending over the patient and 
holding the salts tremulously to his nose, but entirely 
forgetting to take out the stopper) Where were 
they ? 

VIOLET : 


In the dining-room, on the writing table. 
Mrs. JACKSON : 


Oh, yes, I remember. I had them there at lunch 
time. I knew I had put them somewhere. 


HENRY 
(ivritably) : 
There’s no use holding those salts to his nose un- 
less you take out the stopper, mother. 
(Mrs. Jackson fumbles with stopper. Patient stirs 
slightly and turns away his head.) 
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Mr. JACKSON :* 


He’s coming round. He moved.a little. Try 
him with some more brandy. . 
(Mrs. JACKSON puts down salts and takes up brandy, 
which she pours into patient’s mouth.. He chokes a 
little, heaves a realistic sigh of returning conscious- 
ness, opens his eyes, then raises himself and looks 

vound.) 


EUSTACE 
(faintly) : 
Is that you, mother ? 


Mrs. JACKSON 


(overjoyed) : 
Yes, dear, yes. 
EUSTACE 
(closing his eyes again): 


Where am I? 


Mrs. JACKSON: 

At home, dear. Your own home... Oh, he’s not 
dead! He’s not dead! (embraces him, sobbing 
passionately as the curtain falls) 


ACT. II. 


ScENE :—The breakfast-room at the Jacksons’. A 
round breakfast table occupies the centre of the 
stage, laid with cloth, tea and coffee things, toast, 
dishes, etc. The fireplace is on the left, and on 
either side of it are leather-covered armchairs. 
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There is a large French window, open, at the back 
of the stage, through which is seen the garden 
baked in summer sunshine. A door on the left 
leads to the hall. A night has passed since the 
Prodigal’s return. Mr. JACKSON, HENRY, and 
VIOLET are at breakfast, VIOLET having charge of 
the coffee, Mr. JAacKson of the bacon dishes. 
Henry its reading the ‘‘ Gloucester Chronicle ’’ in 
the intervals of eating his bacon. VIOLET is read- 
ing letters. 


HENRY 
(holding out cup): 


More coffee please, Violet. (to Mr. Jackson) 
Wenhams have failed, father. 


Mr. JACKSON : 
It’s only what we expected, isn’t it? 


HENRY: 


Yes. Forty thousand they say here. But, of 
course, it’s only a guess. No one can know till the 
accounts are made up. 


Mr. JACKSON: 


They’ve been shaky for some time. Well, how is 
he? (this to Mrs. Jackson, who enters at this 
moment from hall. She has quite recovered her 
normal placidity, and bears no resemblance to the 
tragic, tear-stained old lady whom we last saw.) 


Mrs. JACKSON : 
Much better. He looks quite a different person. 
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Mr. JACKSON: 
Did he eat any breakfast ? 
Mrs. JACKSON : 
He hasn’t had any yet. At least, only a cup of 


tea. He says he’d rather come down. He’s getting 
up now. 


VIOLET : 
Didn’t Dr. Glaisher say he was to stay in bed? 


Mrs. JACKSON : 


Yes. But if he wants to come down I don’t think 
it can do any harm. He can lie down on the sofa 
till lunch if he feels tired. 


Mr. JACKSON: 
What time is Glashier coming ? 


VIOLET : 
Half-past ten, he said. 


HENRY : 
Has Eustace explained how he came to be lying in 
the drive in that state? Last night we could get 
nothing out of him. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 

No wonder. He was dazed, poor boy. He had 
walked all the way from London, and had had no- 
thing to eat. 

HENRY 
(irritably) : 

How was it he was in London? He was sent to 

Australia. 
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Mrs. JACKSON : 
He had been in Australia. | He worked his’ pas- 
sage home. 
Mr. JACKSON: 
His money is all gone, I suppose—the thousand 
pounds I gave him? 
Mrs. JACKSON 
(placidly) : 
I don’t know, Samuel. I didn’t ask. 


Mr. JACKSON: 
Humph! . . . (pause). I'll trouble you for 
the toast, please, Henry. 
HENRY : 


I suppose we’d better make inquiries about Wen- 
hams, father? It might be worth our while to buy 
the mill if it goes cheap. Then we could run it and 
ours together. 


Mr. JACKSON : 
Just so. Will you see to that? (Henry nods) 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


I’ve got a letter to Aunt Isabel to send by the early 
post. J ought to have written it last night. Will 
you put it into the box for me, Samuel, as you go to 
the mill? 


Mr. JACKSON: 
Certainly, my dear. 


(Mrs. JACKSON goes to writing table and writes her 
letter.) 
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HENRY 
_ (to his father) : 


Very tiresome Eustace turning up in that disreput- 
able condition last night. What will Stella think? 


Mr. JACKSON: 
It’s lucky the fpet Re had; gone before he was 
-brought in. 


HENRY : 


The Pratts hadn’t.° Mrs. Pratt will have told the 
entire village before lunch time. 


VIOLET : 


I don’t see why we should mind if she does. 
There’s nothing’ to’ be ashamed of. (rising ‘and 
going over to’ fireplace, having finished her break- 
fast) 

HENRY 
(impatiently) : 
Well, we won't discuss it. (returns to his paper) 


Mr. - JACKSON 
(moving sorparils Henry, and spleolpiove in an sinadiene 
. tone) : 


‘By the way, Henry, did you say anything to Stella 
last night? 
_ HENRY 
(hesitates) : 
No. 
Mr. JACKSON : 


I thought you were going to? 
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HENRY : 


I was. In fact, I did begin. But she didn’t let 
me finish. I suppose she didn’t understand what I 
was going to say. 


Mr. JACKSON: 


Don’t put it off too long. There may be an elec- 
tion any day now, and the Faringford influence 
means a great deal. 

HENRY : 


You’ve got Faringford’s influence already. He’s 
chairman of your committee. 


Mr. JACKSON 
That’s true. Still, he’ll take more trouble when 


I’m one of the family, so to speak. Yes, I shouldn’t 
put it off if I were you. 


HENRY: 
Very well, father. 


Mr. JACKSON : 


Of course, Faringford is as poor as Job. The 
estate’s mortgaged up to the hilt. And anything 
there is after he and Lady Faringford go out of the 
coach—if there is anything—will go to the son. 
Stella won’t have a sixpence. Still, they’re good 
people—position in the county and all that. And 
you'll have enough money for both. 


HENRY : 
Yes. Especially if we get hold of Wenhams’ mill. 
I’m sure I could make a good thing out of that. 
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We’d put in turbines as we did here, get new 
machinery, and double our output. 


Mr. JACKSON: 
How are the turbines working, by the way? 


HENRY: 


All right. And they’ll go still better when the 
new sluices are done. (rising) Well, I shall go 
over to the mill now. Are you coming? 


Mr. JACKSON : 
In a moment. (finishes his coffee and rises) 


VIOLET : 
Shall I get your hat and stick, father ? 


Mr. JACKSON : 


Do, dear. (VIOLET goes out in quest of these) 
Is your letter ready, Maria? 


Mrs. JACKSON : 
Just done. (fastens it up, rising) You won’t for- 
get it, will you? 
Mr. JACKSON: 
No. Or, if I do, Henry will remind me. 
Mrs. JACKSON 


(to Henry, who has collected his hat and papers, and 
is about to start for the mill) : 


Won’t you wait and see Eustace before you go, 
Henry? He’ll be down in a moment. 
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HENRY: 


It doesn’t matter. I shall see him soon enough. 
Coming, father? (goes out by French window, 
crosses the lawn, and disappears) 


Mrs. JACKSON : 
I wish Henry could have’ stayed to see Boe 
before he started. 
Mr. JACKSON: 
I dare say he’ll be over in the course of the morn- 
ing. 
VIOLET 
(re-entering) : 
Here’s your hat and stick, father. 


Mr. JACKSON: 


That’s a good girl. (kisses her) Good-bye. I 
shall be in for lunch. (goes out by French window, 
following Henry) 


Mrs. JACKSON 
(going to bacon dish and lifting cover),: 
We must order some more bacon. ‘Or do you 
think Eustace had better have an egg? 
VIOLET : 
Shall I go up and ask him? 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


Do, dear. And I wonder if you’d see cook at the 
same time and ask her if she’s wanting anything? I 
have to go into the village. 
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VIOLET : 
_ Very well, mother. 
(VIOLET goes out on these errands. Mrs. JacKson 


takes away plates to sideboard, clears a place for 
Eustace, puhere Henry sat, and lays for him,) 


FOOTMAN 
(announcing) : 
Dr. Glaisher. b animo 
(Dr. GLAISHER entérs, very fussy and self- -important, 


a worthy, seedy little man, who. has long since for- 
gotten all the medichue he ever knew.) 


Mrs. JACKSON 
(shaking hands) : 


Oh, Doctor. Good morning.’ (to Foorman) Tell 
Mr. Eustace Dr. Glaisher is here. ((FOOTMAN goes 
one) 
he ~ Dr. GLAISHER 
(drawing off gloves\in his best pray siioag) manner, 
and dropping them one after the other into his silk 

hat, which he has placed on table) : 


Well, how does he seem? Going on well? 


Mrs. JACKSON : 
Quite well, I think. 


Dr. GLAISHER : 
Did he have a good night ? 


Mrs. JACKSON ; 
Excellent, he says. 


42 THE RETURN OF THE PRODIGAL. 


Dr. GLAISHER : 
Ah. (nods sagely) Just so. Shall I go up to 
him ? 
Mrs. JACKSON : 


He’s coming down for breakfast. He'll be here 
in a moment. 


Dr. GLAISHER : 

Coming down, is he? Come, that looks satisfac- 
tory! Still, we must be careful. No over-fatigue! 
His condition last night gave cause for considerable 
anxiety. Indeed, I may say that if I had not for- 
tunately been sent for at once and applied the neces- 
sary remedies, there was distinct danger of collapse 
—um! distinct danger. 


Mrs. JACKSON : 
Oh, Doctor ! 


(With singular want of tact, Eustace elects to enter 
at this moment, looking in quite robust health, and 
wearing an admirable suit of clothes.) 


Dr. GLAISHER : 
Ah, here he is. 


EUSTACE 
(cheerily) : 


Good morning, mother. (kisses her) Hullo, 
Doctor. Come to see me? 


Dr. GLAISHER 
(shaking hands) : 
Well, and how are we this morning ? 
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EUSTACE: 


Getting on all right, I think. A bit limp and 
washed out perhaps. 


Dr. GLAISHER : 


Just so. The temperature normal? No fever? 
(touches forehead) That’s right. Pulse? (feels it) 
A little irregular, perhaps. . But nothing serious. 
Excitement due to over-fatigue, no doubt. Now, let 
me see your tongue. (does so. Nods sagely) Just 
so. As I should have expected. Just as I should 
have expected, dear Mrs. Jackson. Appetite not 
very good, I suppose? 


EUSTACE : 
Er—not very. 


Dr. GLAISHER : 

Just so. Just so. (nods more sagaciously than 
ever) 

EUSTACE 
(gaily) : 

Not dead yet, eh, Doctor? 

Mrs. JACKSON : 

My dear! 

Dr. GLAISHER 
(with heavy geniality) : 

We shall pull you through. Oh, we shall pull 
you through. But you must take care of yourself 
for a few days. No excitement! No over-fatigue. 
The system wants tone_a little, wants tone. 


EUSTACE : 
I see. I’m to take it easy, in fact, for a bit, eh? 
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Dr. ,GLAISHER : 

— EUSTACE : ; 
I won’t forget. I say, what clever beggars you 
doctors are! You feel-a fellow’s pulse and look at 


chis tongue, and OH know.all, about him, at once. 
Don: f\you?,.7,,: ' 


‘Dr. Guesuer 
(pleased): 


Not all perhaps. , But there are indications, symp- 
toms, which the professional man can interpret. 


EUSTACE 
(interrupting) : 

Quite extraordinary. I say, what.do,you think of 
these clothes? Not bad, are they? They’re 
Henry’s. But I chose therm—out of his wanoe 
Poor,old Henry ! 


Mrs, JACKSON: 


How naughty of you, sei Manet I’m sure Henry 
won't like it. 


EUSTACE : 

Of course he won’t, mother dear. Nobody. does 
like his clothes being worn by someone else. But I 
must wear something you know. TI can’t come down 
to breakfast ina suit Gf bpp , Besides, they’re 
‘Henty’ s pyjamas. . i © 

Mrs. JACKSON : 

But I told Thomas specially to put out an old suit 

of your father’s for you. Didn’t he do jit ? 


atte eh iy 4c + tee ay 
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Yes. But I can’t wear the governor’s clothes, you 


know. We haven’t the same figure. I say, I’d 
better ring for breakfast. (does so) 


Mrs., JACKSON : 


Have you ordered it, dear? I sent Vi-up to ask 
whether you’d like bacon or eggs. 


EUSTACE: 


Yes. Violet asked me. I said bacon and eggs. 
Hullo, Vi, you’re just in time to pour out my coffee. 
(this to VIOLET, who re-enters at this moment from 
interviewing the cook, and otherwise attending to 
her mother’s household duties) 


Dr. GLAISHER j- 
(shakes hands with VIOLET) : 


‘Well, I must be off to my other patients. (to 
Mrs. Jackson) © Good-bye, Mrs. Jackson. He is 
going on well—dquite as well as can be expected, 
that is. There are no fresh symptoms of an un- 
favourable character. But you must keep him quiet 
for a few days... There are signs of nervousness 
about him, a sort of suppressed excitement, which, I 
don’t like. The system wants tone, decidedly 
wants tone. I’llsend him up a mixture to take. He 
has ‘evidently been through some strain lately. I 
knew that directly I saw him last night. You can’t 
deceive a doctor! 


(Man brings in breakfast—rack of toast on table, 
coffee and rolls on sideboard.) 
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Mrs. JACKSON 
(anxiously) : 


You don’t think there’s anything serious the 
matter ? 


Dr. GLAISHER : 


No! no! Let us hope not. The general consti- 
tution is sound enough. Not over strong perhaps, 
but sound. And with youth on his side. Let me 
see, how old is he? 


Mrs. JACKSON: 
Nine and twenty. 


Dr. GLAISHER 
(taking refuge in his sage nod again) : 


Just so. Just so. . . (cheering up) Well, 
good morning. (to Eustace) Good morning. And 
remember, quiet, perfectly quiet. I'll look in again 
to-morrow and see how he’s getting on. 


EUSTACE 
(nods) : 


Good-bye. (goes towards breakfast table, where 
the Foorman by now has placed coffee, toast, bacon, 
and eggs, etc.) 


(Dr. GLaIsHER shakes hands with VioLet and goes 
out, followed by Foorman. VIOLET seats herself at 
table to pour out Eustacr’s coffee. Mrs. JACKSON 
draws up a chair, and sits by his side with placid 
contentment, watching him eat.) 
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EUSTACE 
(beginning his breakfast) : 
Mother, I think I must become a doctor. It’s 
the only profession I know of which seems to require 


no knowledge whatever. And it’s the sort of thing 
I should do rather well. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


I dare say, dear. You must speak to your father 
about it. . . . And now you must tell us all 
about yourself. What have you been doing all this 
time? And why did you never write? 


EUSTACE : 
There was nothing to tell you—that you’d have 
liked to hear. 
Mrs. JACKSON: 


My dear, of course we should have liked to hear 
everything about you. 


FUSTACE : 
I doubt it. No news is good news. I bet the 
governor thought that—and Henry. 
Mrs. JACKSON : 


No, no, dear. I assure you your father was quite 
anxious when we never heard—at first. 


EUSTACE : 
Ah, well, if the governor was so anxious to know 
how I was he shouldn’t have packed me off to Aus- 
tralia. I never could endure writing letters. 
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VIOLET : 


Still, you might have sent us word. It would have 
been kinder to mother. 


EUSTACE 


(laying his hand on his mother’s as it lies on the 
arm of her chair) : 


Poor mother. I suppose I was a brute. But I’ve 
not been very prosperous these five years, and as 
I’d nothing pleasant to say I thought I wouldn’t 
write. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


But what became of your money, dear? The thou- 
sand pounds your father; gave you? 


EUSTACE : 
I lost it. 


Mrs. JACKSON 
(looking round vaguely as if EUSTACE mig have 
dropped it somewhere on the carpet, in which case 
of course, it ought to be picked up before someone 
treads on it): 


Lost it? 


EUSTACE : 


Yes Part of it went in a sheep farm. I suppose 
I was a bad farmer.’ Anyhow, the sheep died. The 
other part I put in a gold mine. I suppose I wasn’t 
much of a miner. Anyhow, there was no gold in it. 
IL was in the Mounted Police for a time. That was 
in Natal. It wasn’t bad but it didn’t lead to any- 
thing. So I cleared out. I’ve been in a bank at 
Hong-kong. I’ve driven a cable car in San Fran- 
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cisco. I’ve been a steward on a liner. I’ve been an 
actor, and I’ve been a journalist. I’ve tried my hand 
at most things in fact. At one time I played in an 
orchestra. 
Mrs. JACKSON 
(with fond pride) : 
You were always fond of music. 


EUSTACE 
(drily) : 
Yes, I played the triangle—and took a whack at 
the big drum between times. 
VIOLET : 
How absurd you are! 


EUSTACE: 

Finally, I came home. That was when my ex- 
perience as a steward came in. I worked my pas- 
sage as one—if you can call it work! I was sick all 
the time. 

Mrs. JACKSON: 

How dreadful! 


EUSTACE : 
It was—for the passengers. 


VIOLET : 
How long ago was that? 


EUSTACE: 


Only about a month. Since then I’ve been in 
London picking up a living one way or another. At 
last, when I found myself at the end of my tether, 
I started to walk here. And here I am, 
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Mrs. JACKSON: 


My dear boy! You must have found it terribly 
muddy ! 


EUSTACE: 


I did. But life always is rather muddy, isn’t it? 
At least, that’s my experience. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 
But weren’t you very tired? 


EUSTACE: 


I was tired, of course. Give me some more coffee, 
Vi. (She does so. Eustace takes advantage of 
this to change the subject, gently but firmly) Well, 
how have you all been at home? How’s the 
governor? 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


He’s been very well on the whole. His lumbago 
was rather troublesome at the end of last year. 
Otherwise he’s been all right. 


EUSTACE : 
Does he stick to business as close as ever? 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


Not quite. You see, Henry’s a partner now. The 
firm-is Jackson, Hartopp, and Jackson, and he takes 
a good deal of work off your father’s shoulders. 
Henry is an excellent man of business. (EUSTACE 
nods) Your father gives more of his time to public 
affairs now. He’s a magistrate, and been on the 
County Council for the last three years. And now 
he’s standing for Parliament. 
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EUSTACE: 


The family’s looking up in the world. The busi- 
ness is flourishing, then ? 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


Oh, yes. They’ve put in all new machinery in 
the last three years. And they’ve got turbines in- 
stead of the old water wheels. That was Henry’s 
idea. And now they can turn out a cheaper cloth 
than any of the mills round here. 


EUSTACE : 

Cheaper? The Governor used to despise cheap 
cloth. 

Mrs. JACKSON: 

Yes. But Henry said it was no use making cloth 
that would last a lifetime if people only wanted it to 
last twelve months. So he got over new machines 
—from America. And now they don’t make any 
good cloth at: all, and your father has trebled his 
income. 

EUSTACE : 


Bravo, Henry! 


Mrs. JACKSON 
(rises) : 
And now I really must go down to the village and 
do my shopping. Have you got cook’s list, Vi? 
VIOLET : 


Yes, mother. But I’m coming, too. I promised - 
Mrs. Pratt I’d call at the Vicarage before twelve to 
arrange about the next Mothers’ Meeting. 
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Mrs. JACKSON 
(to Eustace) : 


You'll find the paper there, dear, and some cigar- 
ettes—unless you think you oughtn’t to smoke? Ill 
ring for them to clear away. And remember, dear 
(kisses him gently on the forehead) Dr. Glaisher said 
you were to keep quite quiet. 


EUSTACE: 


All right, mother. I'll remember. (Mrs. JAck- 
SON and VIOLET go out to their shopping in the 
villagé. EUSTACE, who has risen to open the door 
for them, closes it, and returns slowly towards the 
table. The smile dies out of his face, and he gives 
a perceptible yawn. Then he chooses a cigarette, 
lights it in leisurely fashion, takes up a paper, selects 
an armchair by the fireplace, sits down, and begins to 
vead. After a moment or two, enter BAINES, with a 
tray in his hand) You can clear away, Baines. 


BAINES : 

Thank you, sir. (There is silence for an appre- 
ciable time, while BAINES goes on clearing the table. 
Then he speaks, but without pausing in his work) I 
hope you’re feeling better this morning, sir? 


EUSTACE : 
Thanks, Baines, the doctor thinks I’m getting on 
all right. 
BAINES : 


Narrow escape you had last night, sir. Thomas 
says the carriage wheels must have gone within a 
foot of your head. 
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EUSTACE : 
Thomas is a—I mean, does he say that? 


BAINES: 


Curious thing we shouldn’t have seen you, Sir. 
We must have been that close! But it was a very 
dark night except when the moon was out. Then it 
was as bright as day almost. That was how he 
came to see you, sir. 


EUSTACE : 
Oh, that was it, was it? 


BAINES : 


Yes, sir. (The subject interests him so much that 
for a moment he actually stops his clearing) You 
see, Thomas had just shut the gate after the carriage 
drove away and the moon happened to come out... . 


EUSTACE 
(bored) : 


Quite so. (Baines, snubbed, resumes his work 
with dignity. After an interval Eustace speaks 
again) Whose carriage was it, by the way? 

BAINES 
(still offended) : 
Sir John Faringford’s, sir. 
EUSTACE : 


Well, if one’s head is to be driven over, it may as 
well be by a member of the aristocracy. Eh, Baines? 


BAINES 
(refusing to be mollified) : 
Certainly, sir. 
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EUSTACE: 
Sir John often dine here nowadays? 


BAINES : 
Yes, sir. And Lady Faringford, and Miss Stella. 
EUSTACE : 
Miss Stella ? 
BAINES 


(thawing a little, but not sufficiently appeased to 
pause in his work again) : 


Their daughter, sir. But I daresay you wouldn't 
remember her. Only came out about a year ago. 
EUSTACE : 
So my father is standing for Parliament, is he? 


BAINES : 
Yes, sir. 

EUSTACE: 
Will he get in? 

BAINES : 
It’s thought so, sir. 

EUSTACE: 


By the way, which side is he on? 


BAINES 
(puzzled) : 
I beg pardon, sir? 
EUSTACE: 
Which side? Liberal or Conservative ? 
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BAINES : 


Conservative of course, sir. All the people round 
here are Conservative. All the gentry, that is. 


EUSTACE : 
Most respectable, eh, Baines? 


BAINES : 
Yes, sir. (BAINES, who has tray in his hand, hears 
bell, has a moment of indecision, then puts tray 
down on table) Excuse me, sir. 


(BainES goes out to answer the bell. EUSTACE 
returns to his newspaper. After a minute or so 
BAINES returns, and wanders about the room looking 
for something. Presently this proceeding gets on 
EusTace’s nerves, and he looks up irritably.) 


EUSTACE : 
What is it, Baines? Do you want anything? 


BAINES : 


If you please, sir, Miss Faringford has called for 
a book Miss Violet promised to lend her. (continues 
to search) 
. EUSTACE 
(after pause) : 
Have you found it? 


BAINES : 
No, sir. 
EUSTACE 
(bored, putting down paper on other armchair, and 
rising) : 


I suppose I’d better see her. 
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(He goes out. Bates folds tablecloth and puts it 
away in sideboard drawer. Is just about to go out, 
carrying tray, when enter Ste.ia, followed by 
Eustace. Baines draws back to let them pass, and 
then goes out and closes the door.) 

} EUSTACE : 

Come in, Miss Faringford. Perhaps I can find 
the book for you. What was it like? 


STELLA : 


It was just an ordinary looking novel. With a 
bright red cover. Called Hester’s Escape. 


EUSTACE 


(wandering round the room, looking on the various 
tables, and then glancing hopelessly at the book- 
shelves) : 


Hester’s Escape? I seem to remember the name. 
But Vi will know where it is. You’d better wait 
tillshe comes in. Sit down. She'll be back directly. 
(This hospitable invitation is prompted partly by 
Eustace’s disinclination to search through those 
bookshelves, partly by his observing for the first 
time that STELLA is a very pretty girl, a fact which 
had escaped his notice in the relative darkness of the 

hall.) 


STELLA : 
Are you sure? 


EUSTACE : 


Quite! (STELLA takes one of the armchairs by the 
fireplace) You won’t mind an untidy room, will 
you? I’m afraid I breakfasted late, 
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STELLA : 
I wonder you are down at all. 


EUSTACE : 
Oh, I’m all right. (turns round one of the chairs 
at the breakfast table and sits near her) 
STELLA : 
Are you sure you ought to talk? People who have 
been ill ought to be quiet, oughtn’t they? 
EUSTACE : 
There’s really nothing the matter with me. 
STELLA : 
That’s not what Mrs. Pratt told me. I met her in 
the village as I was coming here. 
EUSTACE : 


Ah, yes. She was present, of course, when I 
made my dramatic entry. Did she tell you about 
it? I hope it went off well? 


STELLA : 


You frightened everyone terribly, if that’s what 
you mean. Mrs. Pratt says you looked dreadful. 
She thought you were going to die. 


EUSTACE : 
Quite a thrilling experience for her. She ought 
to be very much obliged to me. 
STELLA: 


How can you joke about it? You might really 
have died, you know! But when people have 
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travelled all over the world as you have done, and 
endured hardship and danger, I suppose death 
doesn’t seem so terrible to them as it does to us who 
stay at home? 

EUSTACE : 


I suppose not. They get used to it. 


STELLA : 
Have you often been in great danger? Really 
great, I mean? 
EUSTACE : 
I was at Singapore when the Plague was there. 


STELLA : 
How awful! 


EUSTACE : 


Yes. It wasn’t pleasant. 


STELLA : 


I can’t think how anyone can stay in England 
when he might go out and see the world. (enthusi- 
astic) If I were a man I would go abroad and visit 
strange countries, and have wonderful adventures as 
you have done, not waste my life in a dull little vil- 
lage like Chedleigh. 


EUSTACE : 


My dear Miss Faringford, the whole world is a 
dull little village like Chedleigh, and I’ve wasted my 
life in it. (Enter Barnes) 
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BAINES : 
If you please, sir, the Rector has called to ask how 
you are. 
EUSTACE : 
Oh, bother. Say I’m very much obliged and I’m 
all right. (Turns to STELLA again) 
BAINES : 
He said he would like to see you if you felt well 
enough, sir. 
EUSTACE : 

Ah! wait a minute. (thinks) Will you say I’m 
not well at all and quite unfit to see him this morning. 
BAINES : 

Very well, sir. (BAINES goes out) 
STELLA 
(rising) : 
And now I must go. I’m only tiring you, and I 
expect you oughtn’t to talk. 


EUSTACE: 


But I assure you 


STELLA : 
And as you’re quite unfit to see visitors 


EUSTACE : 


I’m quite unfit to see the Rector. That’s a very 
different thing. But I’m perfectly up to seeing you. 
Besides, Violet should be here directly, now. (per- 
suasively) Sit down again. 
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STELLA 
(hesitating) : 
I don’t think I ought to stay. 


EUSTACE: 


I’m sure you ought. One should visit the sick, 
you know. 
STELLA 
(with a laugh): 
You don’t seem quite able to make up your mind 
whether you’re ill or well. 


EUSTACE : 


No. Ivary. I find it more convenient. (re-enter 
Baines) Well, who is it now, Baines? 


BAINES : 
Lady Faringford. 


(BaInEs’s remark is not a reply to EUSTACE’S ques- 
tion, nor yet a rebuke to his irritability, though it 
sounds not unlike the latter. He is merely announc- 
ing a visitor with his usual impassive dignity. The 
announcement almost startles STELLA out of her self- 
control, and she rises hastily. Eustace is less im- 
pressed, as he has not yet made the acquaintance of 
Lapy FARINGFORD, and is merely bored at being 
interrupted, but he also rises.) 


STELLA : 
Mamma ! 
Lapy FAaRINGFORD 
(ignoring her): 
Mr. Eustace Jackson, is it not? How do you do? 
(shakes hands frigidly) I heard in the village of 
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your sudden return, and stopped the carriage to ask 
how you were. As the servant told me you were 
downstairs, I thought I would come in for a moment. 


EUSTACE : 
Very kind of you, Lady Faringford. 


Lapy FARINGFORD 
(severely) : 


You hardly appear as ill as I expected. 


EUSTACE 
(genially, quite refusing to be snubbed) : 
I hope the disappointment is an agreeable one? 


Lapy FARINGFORD : 
No disappointments are agreeable, sir. (turning 
sternly to her daughter) And pray, what are you 
doing here, Stella ? 


EUSTACE 
(still maddeningly genial) : 
Miss Faringford called for a book my sister lent 
her last night, Hester’s Escape. I persuaded her 
to come in and sit down till Violet returned. 


Lapy FARINGFORD : 
You are expecting her soon? 


EUSTACE : 
Every moment. 
LaDy FARINGFORD: 
Ah! Then I don’t think we can wait. 


EUSTACE : 
But ‘Miss! Fariagford’s’ books. 2% 2°. She 
mustn’t go away without it. Sit down for a moment 
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while I see if I can find it. (to Steiia) A bright 
red cover I think you said? (looks round the room 
for it) 
Lapy FARINGFORD 
(icily) : 
Pray don’t trouble, Mr. Jackson. 
EUSTACE : 

Hester’s Escape? I’m sure I’ve seen it some- 
where. (thinks a moment) I know! It was in the 
drawing-room last night. Excuse me for a moment. 
I'll go and get it. 

(EusTAceE goes out in quest of the book, which indeed 

is the very one which interfered with his comfort on 

the sofa the previous evening. The moment he has 

left the room, Lapy FARINGFORD turns wrathfully on 
her daughter.) 


Lapy FARINGFORD : 
Really, Stella, I’m surprised at you! 


STELLA : 
What is it, mamma? 


Lapy FARINGFORD : 
You know perfectly well. How long have you 
been here? 
STELLA : 
About ten minutes. A quarter of an hour, per- 
haps. 
Lapy FARINGFORD : 


Do you make a habit of paying morning calls upon 
young men without a chaperon? 
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STELLA : 
No, mamma. 


Lapy FARINGFORD : 
Then I hope you will not begin to do so. 


STELLA 


(goaded by her tone to the nearest approach to 
rebellion of which she is capable) : 


I came to call for a book which Vi promised to 
lend me. Vi was out, and Mr. Jackson very kindly 
asked me to come in and wait. What harm is there 
in that? 

Lapy FARINGFORD : 

There is every harm. Understand, please, that 
Mr. Eustace Jackson is not a suitable acquaintance 
for you. 


STELLA : 


He is Henry’s brother. You have no objection to 
my knowing Henry. 


Lapy FARINGFORD: 


That is quite different. Henry has a large income 
and excellent prospects. He is a man whom any 
young girl may be allowed to know. Eustace is a 
mere ne’er-do-well. 


STELLA: 


Am I never to speak to anyone who isn’t rich? 
The Du Cranes aren’t rich or the Vere-Anstruthers. 
Yet we know them. We aren’t rich ourselves if it 
comes to that. 
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Lapy FARINGFORD : 


That has nothing to do with it. The Du Cranes 
and poor George Anstruther are gentlepeople. The 
Jacksons are tradesmen. 


STELLA ¢ 


I think people make far too much fuss about being 
““ gentlepeople.’’ 


Lapy FARINGFORD : 

Then I hope you won’t say so. I don’t like this 
pernicious modern jargon about shopkeepers and 
gentlefolk being much the same.  There’s far too 
much truth in it to be agreeable. 


STELLA 
(obstinately) : 


If it’s true why shouldn’t we say it? 
LapDy FARINGFORD : 


Because We have everything to lose by doing so. 
We were born into this world with what is called 
position. Owing to that position we are received 
everywhere, flattered, made much of. Though we 
are poor, rich people are eager to invite us to their 
houses and marry our daughters. So much the 
better for us. But if we began telling people that 
position was all moonshine, family an antiquated 
superstition, and many duchesses far less like ladies 
than their maids, the world would ultimately dis- 
cover that what we were saying was perfectly true. 
Whereupon we should lose the very comfortable 
niche in the Social system which we at present enjoy, 
and—who knows ?—might actually be reduced in the 
end to doing something useful for our living like 
other people. No, no, my dear, rank and birth and 
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the peerage may be all nonsense, but it isn’t our 
business to say so. Leave that to vulgar people who 
have something to gain by it.. Noblesse oblige! 
(This luminous exposition of the FaRINGFORD social 
creed has just reached its allotted end when Eustace 
re-enters with the missing book.) 


EUSTACE : 


Here’s the book, Miss Faringford. I hope you 
haven’t had to wait too long? It was in the draw- 
ing-room, as I thought, but it had got put away 
under some papers. 


STELLA : 
Thank you so much. 


Lapy FaRINGFORD 
(rising, icily) : 
Good-bye, Mr. Jackson. 


STELLA 
(shaking hands with defiant cordiality) : 


Good-bye. Give my love to Violet. 
(Eustace opens the door for Lapy FarINGFoRD and 
her daughter, and follows them out politely to see 
them to their carriage. A moment later HENRY is 
seen crossing the lawn. He enters by the French 
window. He has some letters and other papers of a 
business character in his hand, which he puts down 
on writing table. He takes off hat, sits down, and 
begins to write a note. Presently EUSTACE re-enters, 
but Henry does not notice him as his back 1s turned 
to the door.) 
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EUSTACE 
(after contemplating his brother’s back for a moment 
with a grim smile) : 
Hullo, Henry. Where did you spring from? 
HENRY 


(turning in his chair at the sound of his voice) : 
From the mill. I came across the lawn. We had 
a short cut made through the shrubbery and a gate 
put three years ago. It’s quicker. 
EUSTACE : 
One of your improvements, eh? 
HENRY : 
Yes. (Eustace laughs genially) You’re amused? 
EUSTACE : 
It’s so like you having a path made so as to get 
to your work quicker ! 


HENRY 


(briefly) : 
Yes. I’m not an idler. 


EUSTACE : 
Quite so. And I am, you mean? 


HENRY 
(shrugs) : 
I didn’t say so. 
EUSTACE 
(quite good-humoured) : 


You wanted to spare my feelings, no doubt? Very 
thoughtful of you. 
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(after a pause) : 
Is the mater in? 


EUSTACE : 
I believe not. (another pause) By the way, I’ve 
been borrowing some of your clothes. Not a bad 


fit, are they? It’s lucky we’re so much the same 
size. 
HENRY 
(grimly) : 
Very! 
EUSTACE : 
It’s particularly lucky, as I’ve been entertaining 
visitors on behalf of the family. 
HENRY 
(frigidly) : 
Indeed ? 
EUSTACE : 
Yes. One of them a very charming visitor. 
HENRY 
(not interested) : 


Who was that? 


EUSTACE : 
Miss Faringford. 
HENRY : 
(startled) : 
Stella? 
EUSTACE : 


Yes. (easily) Very nice girl altogether. She 
was here quite a long time while I told her my adven- 
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tures—or as much of them as I thought suitable. 
Then unhappily her mother turned up. Rather an 
awful woman that! 


HENRY 
(annoyed) : 
What did Stella come for? 


EUSTACE 
(chaffing him gently) : 
Not to inquire after me, if that’s what you mean. 
Miss Faringford came for a book Vi had lent her, 


Hester’s Escape. She’s certainly a very pretty girl. 
And a nice one. 


HENRY 
(stiffly) : 
I may as well tell you I intend to marry Stella 
Faringford. 
EUSTACE : 


Indeed? (pause) Have you asked her yet? 


HENRY 


(snaps) : 
No. 


EUSTACE: 


Then I wouldn’t be too sure if I were you. Per- 
haps she won’t have you. 
(This suggestion is too much for HENRY, who rises 
sharply from his chair, gathering up his papers with 
a view to finishing his writing in another room. 
When he has got half-way to the door he suddenly 
recollects himself, and turns sharp round to his 

brother.) 
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HENRY: 
Oh, by the way, how are you? 


EUSTACE 
(laughing) : 
I’m all right, thanks. 


HENRY 
(irritably) : 
How on earth did you come to be lying in the drive 
in that way last night? 


EUSTACE 
(airily) : 
Exhaustion, my dear chap. Cold and exposure! 
Hunger! You know the kind of thing. 


HENRY : 
Cold? Why, it’s the height of summer. 


EUSTACE 
(shrugging his shoulders) : 

Heat, then. 

HENRY 
(exasperated) : 

But how did you manage to get here? That’s 
what IJ want to know. You are supposed to be in 
Australia. 

EUSTACE 
(beginning to laugh): 

I’ll tell you. Only you must promise not to give 
me away. 

HENRY : 

Give you away ? 


70 THE RETURN OF THE PRODIGAL. 


EUSTACE : 


Yes. (pause. He plunges into his story) I was 
awfully hard up and awfully sick of finding jobs and 
losing them, and at last I began to long for a proper 
dinner, properly served, and a decent suit of clothes. 
Like these. I thought of writing to the Governor, 
but that would have been no good. He’d have sent 
me some good advice and the mater would have sent 
a fiver, and in a fortnight things would have been 
as bad as ever. At last I thought of a dramatic 
coup. The Prodigal’s Return! The Fatted Calf! 
A father softened, a mother in tears! The virtuous 
elder brother scowling in the background! So I 
came here. Back to the Old Home, you know. At 
the front door I selected a convenient spot and lay 
down in an elaborate faint. Excuse the pun. I 
chose the moment just after the Faringfords’ car- 
riage had gone. I knew the footman would have 
to come in after shutting the gate, and I intended 
to kick his leg and groan in an impressive manner. 
Anything to attract attention. Fortunately, the 
moon came out just at the right moment, so the fool 
couldn’t help spotting me. He called Baines, who 
recognised me ina moment. They were very sympa- 
thetic. I expect they thought I was drunk. The 
lower classes are always sympathetic to intoxication. 
I was borne into the drawing-room, the wandering 
sheep returned to the fold, the exile home again. 
Tableau! Most pathetic! 


HENRY 
(disgusted) : 
And so you walked all the way from London to 


Chedleigh in order to play off a heartless practical 
joke. 
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EUSTACE : 
Walked? Nonsense. I came by train. 


HENRY: 
But you told Vi you walked. 


EUSTACE : 
I said I started to walk. I only got as far as the 
station. 
HENRY 
(angrily) : 
It was unpardonable. The mater was awfully 
upset. So was the Governor. 


EUSTACE : 
That was the idea. There’s nothing like a sudden 
shock to bring out anyone’s real feelings. The 


Governor had no idea how fond he was of me until 
he saw me apparently dead, and unlikely to give him 
further trouble.. And by the time I came round he’d 
forgotten the cause of his sudden affection—or per- 
haps he’s never realised it—and was genuinely glad 
to see me. Psychologically, it was most interesting. 


HENRY : 

It was extremely undignified and quite unneces- 
sary. If you had simply come up to the front door 
and rung the bell you would have been received just 
as readily. 


EUSTACE ; 
I doubt it. In fact, I doubt if I should have been 
received at all. I might possibly have been given a 


bed for the night, but only on the distinct under- 
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standing that I left early the next morning. Where- 
as now nobody talks of my going. A poor invalid! 
In the doctor’s hand! Perfect quiet essential. No. 
My plan was best. 


HENRY : 
Why didn’t that fool Glaisher see through you? 


EUSTACE : 

Doctors never see through their patients. It’s 
not what they’re paid for, and it’s contrary to pro- 
fessional etiquette. (HENRY snorts wrathfully) Be- 
sides, Glaisher’s an ass, I’m glad to say. 


HENRY 
(fuming) : 
It would serve you right if I told the Governor the 
whole story. 


EUSTACE : 
I daresay. But you won’t. It wouldn’t be 


cricket. Besides, I only told you on condition you 
kept it to yourself. 


HENRY 
(indignant) : 

And so I’m to be made a partner in your fraud. 
The thing’s a swindle, and I’ve got to take a share 
in it. 

EUSTACE : 

Swindle? Not a bit. You’ve lent a hand—with- 
out intending it—to reuniting a happy family circle. 
Smoothed the way for the Prodigal’s return. A 
very beautiful trait in your character. 
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HENRY 
(grumpy) : 
What I don’t understand is why you told me all 
this. Why in Heaven’s name didn’t you keep the 
whole discreditable story to yourself? 


EUSTACE 
(with flattering candour) : 

The fact is I was pretty sure you’d find me out. 
The Governor’s a perfect owl, but you’ve got brains 
—ofakind. You can see a thing when it’s straight 
before your nose. So I thought I’d let you into the 
secret from the start, just to keep your mouth shut. 


HENRY : 
Tck! (thinks for a moment) And what are you 
going to do now you are at home? 


EUSTACE 
(airily) : 
Do, my dear chap? Why, nothing. 
(And on the spectacle of Eustacr’s smiling self- 
assurance, and HENRy’S outraged moral sense, the 
curtain falls.) 


BUCY Rol De 


ScENE :—The Lawn at Chedleigh Court. Ten days 
have passed since Act II. It is a Saturday, and 
the time is after luncheon. On the left stands the 
house, its French windows open on to the lawn. 
The lawn is bounded by a shrubbery, through 
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which runs the path which Henry had made 
three years previously to enable him to get to the 
mill quicker. When the curtain rises, EUSTACE is 
lying ina hammock, swinging lazily. He wears a 
new grey flannel suit, and looks exceedingly com- 
fortable. Hard by, under a tree, are three or 
four wicker chairs, in one of which HENnRy is sit- 
ting, reading the Market Report in ‘‘ The Times.”’ 
Eustace has a cup of coffee in his hand. HENRY 
has one on table beside him. Presently EUSTACE 
drinks some, looking with indolent amusement at 
his brother absorbed in his newspaper. 


EUSTACE: 


Not bad coffee, this. (finishes it, and begins to 
perform the acrobatic feat of putting his cup and 
saucer on to the ground without falling out of the 
hammock) 

HENRY 
(looking up): 
I dare say. (drinks some) You'll drop that cup. 


EUSTACE : 


I think not. (puts cup on to ground, and resumes 
his recumbent posture indolently) 


HENRY : 
_ If you leave it there someone’s sure to put his foot 
IDS. 
EUSTACE : 
Til risk it. 
HEnrRy : 
Bah! (rises, and puts Eustacr’s cup on table) 
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EUSTACE : 

Thanks, my dear chap. Perhaps it is safer there. 
(HENRY grunts again and returns to his newspaper. 
Eustace gets cigarette out of pocket and lights it 
in a leisurely manner) Anything exciting in the 
paper? Any convulsions in Wool? 


HENRY 
(snaps) : 
No. 
EUSTACE : 
Where’s the Governor? He generally comes 
home to luncheon on Saturdays, doesn’t he? 


Henry: 


He’s lunching at the Wilmingtons’ with the mater. 
He’ll be back soon. There’s a meeting of his Elec- 
tion Committee at four. 


EUSTACE : 
Where? 
HENRY : 
Here. 
EUSTACE: 
Will he get in? 
HENRY: 


Faringford thinks so. But it'll be a close thing. 
A very little might turn the scale cither way. 


EUSTACE : 
Cost him a good deal, I suppose ? 


HENRY: 
Pretty well. 
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EUSTACE : 


Panem et Circenses, bread and circuses. That’s 
the Tory prescription, isn’t it? Particularly circuses. 


HENRY: 
I dare say. 


BAINES : 
Dr. Glaisher to see you, sir. 
(THE Doctor comes out of the house and advances 


briskly to his patient. Baines collects coffee cups 
and exit.) 


EUSTACE 
(stretching out hand from hammock) : 
How do you do, Doctor? I’m following your 


prescription, you see. Rest! Rest! There’s no- 
thing like it. 


Dr. GLAISHER 
(with his sagacious nod) : 


Just so. I really came for your father’s commit- 
tee. I thought it was to be at three o’clock. But 
your man tells me it’s not till four. So I thought 
I’d take a look at my. patient. Well, and how are 
we to-day ? 


(During this scene Henry almost chokes with indig- 
nation. EUSTACE enjoys himself immensely.) 


EUSTACE: 


Going on all right, thanks. — Still a little limp 
perhaps. 
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Dr. GLAISHER : 


Just so. The temperature normal? No fever? 
That’s right. (feels pulse) Pulse quite regular? 
Now the tongue. Just so. As I should have ex- 
pected. Just as I should have expected. Appetite 
still good ? 


EUSTACE : 
Excellent, thanks. 


Dr. GLAISHER: 


You’re still taking your glass of port at eleven? 
Just so. Oh, you’ll soon be all right. 


EUSTACE : 
Thanks to you, Doctor. 


Dr. GLAISHER : 


Not at all. Not at all. (to Henry) He’ll soon 
be himself. again now. System still. wants tone a 
little, wants tone. Ill send him round some more 
of that mixture. Otherwise he’s all right. (HENRY 
grunts) 


EUSTACE: 


And you’ll look in again in a day or two just to 
see how I am, won’t you, Doctor? 


Dr. GLAISHER : 


Certainly, if you wish it. And now I must be off. 
I have a couple of patients near here whom I can see 
in the next half hour and be back again by four. 
Good-bye. Good-bye. Don’t disturb yourself, 
pray. (to Henry, who pays not the smallest atten- 
tion to him. Tue Doctor fusses off into the house) 
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HENRY 
(savagely) : 
Ass! 
EUSTACE : 
My dear chap! 
HENRY: 


Old Glaisher is a perfect noodle. 


EUSTACE : 


Naturally. How much does a little country doc- 
tor make hereabouts? Four hundred a year? Say 
four hundred and fifty. You can’t expect a first- 
rate intellect for that. ’Tisn’t the market rate. 


HENRY : 
I don’t expect an absolute idiot. 


EUSTACE : 
Glaisher doesn’t know anything, of course, but his 
manner’s magnificently impressive. After he’s 


talked to me for five minutes, felt my pulse, and 
looked at my tongue, I almost begin to wonder 
whether I’m not really ill after all. That’s a great 
gift for a doctor ! 


HENRY : 

You’re perfectly well. Any fool can see that 
merely by looking at you. And old Glaisher goes 
on with his mixture and his glass of port at eleven. 
Bah! (Eustace laughs) And you encourage him. 
How many visits has he paid you? 


EUSTACE : 
I don’t know. Seven or eight. 
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HENRY : 
And every one of them completely unnecessary. 


EUSTACE : 


Completely unnecessary for me, but very useful to 
old Glaisher, considering they mean _half-a-guinea 
a piece to him. 


HENRY : 
Which the Governor pays. 


EUSTACE: 


Which the Governor pays, as you say. That’s 
why I do it. Somebody must keep old Glaisher 
going or what would become of all the little 
Glaishers? Here’s the Governor, with piles of money 
to throw away on Parliamentary elections and simi- 
lar tomfoolery. Why shouldn’t I divert some of it 
to old Glaisher. I like the little man. 


HENRY : 

You’re awfully generous—with other people’s 
money. 

EUSTACE : 

I am. Whose money are you generous with? 
(HENRY snorts with disapproval. Further discus- 
sion, however, is prevented by the appearance of 
Mr. and Mrs. JAcKson, who come out of the house 
at this moment. They are in their best apparel, 
having just returned from their luncheon party.) 


EUSTACE: 


Morning, father. I’ve not seen you before to- 
day. You went out before I got down. 
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Mr. JACKSON 
(gruffly, sitting down): 
Good morning. 


EUSTACE : 


Morning, mummy. (Mrs. Jackson kisses him 
affectionately, then seats herself in one of the chairs. 
He turns to his father again) By the way, you’ve 
just missed one of your Election Committee. 


Mr. JACKSON 
(alarmed) : 

Not Sir John? (consults watch) It’s only half- 
past three. 

EUSTACE : 

No—only little Glaisher. He said he was too 
early. However, as you weren’t there he came and 
had a look at me. 

Mrs. JACKSON: 

What did he say, dear? 


EUSTACE : 


Said I was getting on all right. He’s coming to 
have another look at me in a day or two. 


Mr. JACKSON: 


When does he think you’ll be well enough to get 
to work again? 


EUSTACE: 
I don’t know. I didn’t ask him. 
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Mrs. JACKSON: 


Oh, Samuel, it’s too soon to think of that yet! The 
poor boy’s only convalescent. Wait till Dr. 
Glaisher has stopped his visits. (HEnRy snorts) 


EUSTACE: 


My dear Henry, what extraordinary noises you 
make. It’s a terrible habit. You should see some- 
one about it. Why not consult Glaisher ? 


Mr. JACKSON 
(to his wife) : 
As you please, dear. Still, I should like to know 


what Eustace intends to do when he is well enough. 
I’m bound to say he looks perfectly well. 


EUSTACE 
(blandly) : 


Appearances are so deceptive, father. 
(VIOLET comes out of house and goes up to her 
mother. She has some work in her hands.) 
VIOLET: 


Got back, mother dear? (kisses her) Enjoyed 
your lunch? 


Mrs. JACKSON: 
Very much. It was quite a large party. 
VIOLET 
(sitting down) : 
What did you talk about? 
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Mrs. JACKSON: 

About your father’s election principally. They say 
Parliament may dissolve any day now. What are 
you making, dear? 

VIOLET: 

Handkerchiefs. I promised Eustace I’d work 

some initials for him. 
Mr. JACKSON 
(returning doggedly to his subject) : 

Perhaps you will be good enough to tell me what 

your plans are, Eustace. 
EUSTACE : 
I haven’t any plans, father. 


Mr. JACKSON : 
You haven’t any? 
iy 


Mrs. JACKSON: 
Eustace said the other day he thought he would 
_like to be a doctor. 
Mr. JACKSON: 
A doctor! Nonsense. 
Mrs. JACKSON 
(mildly) : 
Well, I only tell you what he said. 
EUSTACE 
(blandly) : 


My remark was not intended to be taken literally. 
I don’t seriously propose to enter the medical pro- 
fession. 
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(irritably) : 
Do you seriously propose anything? 


EUSTACE : 
No, father. I don’t know that I do. 


Mr. JACKSON 
(meditatively) : 
I might perhaps find you a place in the office. 


HENRY 
(firmly) : 
No, father! J object to that. 
VIOLET : 
Henry! 
HENRY : 


Yes, I do. I object to the office being used as a 
dumping ground for incompetents. 


Mrs, JACKSON 
(protesting) : 
Henry! Your own brother! 


Henry : 

I can’t help that. I don’t see why the Firm 
should be expected to pay a salary to someone who 
is utterly useless merely because he’s my brother. 

Mr. JACKSON: 


Still, we might try him. 
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HENRY : 


My dear father, why not face the truth? You 
know what Eustace is. We got him into Jenkins’ 
office. He made nothing of it. Then he was in the 
Gloucester and Wiltshire Bank. No use there. He 
tried farming. Same result. Finally you gave him 
a thousand pounds to settle in Australia. That was 
five years ago, and here he is back again without a 
sixpence. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 
Eustace has been very unlucky. 


HENRY 
(impatiently) : 


What has luck got to do with it? Eustace doesn’t 
work. That’s what’s the matter with him. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 
Still, if he had another chance 


HENRY: 


My dear mother, you always believe people ought 
to have another chance. It’s a little mania with 
you. Eustace has had dozens of chances. He’s 
made a mess of every one of them. You know that 
as well as I do. 


Mr. JACKSON: 
Yes. There’s no use hiding it from ourselves. 


HENRY: 


Not the least—as we can’t hide it from anyone 
else. 
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Mr. JACKSON 
(after a pause): 
Well, Eustace, what do you think? 
EUSTACE 
(airily) : 
I? Oh, I agree with Henry. (lights another cigar- 
ette) 
Mr. JACKSON : 


You what? 
EUSTACE : 
I agree with Henry. I think he’s diagnosed the 
case with great accuracy. Henry ought to have 


been a doctor, too! 


Mr. JACKSON 
(getting up angrily and making an oration) : 


Now look here, Eustace. I’ve had enough of this. 
You seem to imagine because you’ve been ill, and 
come home in rags, nothing more in the way of work 
is to be expected of you. You’re to loll about in a 
hammock smoking cigarettes, and taking not the 
smallest interest in any plans that are suggested for 
your future. Henry says the reason you’ve always 
been a failure is that you don’t work, and you say 
you agree with him. Very well. What.I have to 
tell you is I’m not going to have you loafing away 
your time here. I disapprove of loafing on princi- 
ple. Both as a public man and as a private man I 
disapprove of it. There’s far too much of it in Eng- 
land to-day. That’s where the Germans are ahead 
of us. Young men who ought to be at business or 
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in the professions idle away their time and live on 
their parents. That won’t do for me. I insist upon 
your getting something to do at once and doing it. 
I insist upon it. If you don’t 


(During the last sentence of this impassioned oration, 
Sir Joun and Lapy FARINGFORD and STELLA come 
out of the house, preceded by BalInEs.) 


BAINES : 


Sir John and Lady Faringford, Miss Faringford. 
(Instant change of front on the part of the whole 
family. Mr. Jackson, who has been haranguing his 
son almost as though he were a public meeting, 
stops short in the midst of his peroration, and hur- 
viedly substitutes a glassy smile for the irascible 
sternness which marked his features a moment 
before. Mrs. JACKSON and the others, who had 
listened in uncomfortable silence to Mr. JACKSON’S 
eloquence, hastily assume the conventional simper of 
politeness as they rise to receive their guésts. The 
only person who remains quite self-possessed is 
Eustace, who smiles sardonically as he gets out of 

his hammock.) 


EUSTACE 
(aside to Henry): 


- Poor old Governor! Stemmed in full tide! 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


Dear Lady Faringford. How nice of you to 
come! Stella, my dear. (shakes hands with them 
and with Sir Joun) 
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Lapy FARINGFORD: 


As Sir John was due at your husband’s Committee 
at four, Stella and I thought we would drive him 
down. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 
You'll stay and have some tea now you are here, 
of course? 
Lapy FARINGFORD: 
Thank you. Tea would be very pleasant. 


STELLA 
(shaking hands with HENRY) : 

How do: you do? And how is the invalid? 
(throwing a bright smile to Eustace) Getting on 
well? 

HENRY 
(grimly) : 

Excellently. 

STELLA 


That’s right. (shakes hands with Eustace. To 
Henry) He really looks better, doesn’t he? Dr. 
Glaisher says it’s been a wonderful recovery. 

HENRY : 
I suppose he does! 
STELLA 
(to Mr. Jackson) : 
How glad you must be to have him home again. 
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Mr. JACKSON 
(with ghastly attempt at effusion) : 


It’s a great pleasure, of course. 


STELLA : 


It must be so sad for parents when their children 
go away from them. But I suppose sons will go 
away sometimes, however hard their parents try to 
keep them. Won’t they? 


Mr. JACKSON: 


That does happen sometimes, er, unquestionably. 
(more briskly) And, anyhow, young men can’t stay 
at home always, my dear Miss Faringford. They 
have their own way to make in the world. 


STELLA : 


And so the parents have to let them go. It seems 


hard. But when they come back it must be delight- 
ful. 


EUSTACE : 
Its. 


(During the following scene HENRY makes one or 

two unsuccessful efforts to approach STELLA, but 

Eustace blandly out-manceuvres him, and secures 

her for himself. They chat together in the friendli- 
est fashion, while HENRY fumes inwardly.) 


Sir JOHN: 


Hadn’t we better be going in, Jackson? I shan’t 
be able to stay very long. I have to meet my agent 
at 5.15 sharp to see about some fences. 
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Mr. JACKSON 
(looks at watch) : 


It’s barely four yet. We’d better wait a minute 
or two. Glaisher will arrive directly, and then we 
can get to work. 

SiR JOHN: 

Ling’s advertised to speak.at Maytree, I see, to- 
morrow week. 

Mr. JACKSON : 

Is he? At Maytree? That’s rather out of his 
country. 

SiR JOHN: 


Yes. He doesn’t go down so well in the villages. 
Thank heaven agriculture is still conservative. They 
go to his meetings, though. 


STELLA 
(throwing a remark to MR. JACKSON) : 
Mr. Ling is such a good speaker, they say. 


EUSTACE : 

My father is a good speaker, too, when he’s 
roused, Miss Faringford. You should have heard 
him ten minutes ago. 

Sir JOHN: 

What was he speaking on? 


EUSTACE 
(airily) : 
The Unemployed. 
(Mr. Jackson nearly explodes at this, but, remem- 
bering that visitors are present, controls himself by 
a great effort.) 
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Sir JOHN: 

I congratulate you, Jackson. It isn’t all sons who 
are so appreciative of their father’s efforts. My 
son never listens to me! (Mr. JAcKsONn smiles 
wanly) 

BAINES 
(announcing) : 


Dr. Glaisher. 


(Dr. GLAISHER issues from house, and steps briskly 
on to the lawn, with a resolute pretence that time 
is money to him—although he knows it isn’t.) 


Mr. JACKSON: 


Ah, here you are, Doctor. I began to think you 
weren’t coming. 


Mrs. JACKSON 

(shaking hands) : 
Good afternoon. Why didn’t you bring Mrs. 
Glaisher? She and I and Lady Faringford could 


have entertained each other while you were all at 
your Committee. 


Dr. GLAISHER: 


She would have enjoyed it of all things. But I 
left her at home with the children. Tommy has the 
whooping cough just; now,.;and requires a lot of 
nursing. 


Mrs. JACKSON : 
Poor little chap. I hope he’ll be better soon. 
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Mr. JAcKSON 
(looking at watch) : 
Well, well, I’m afraid we ought to go in. Come, 
Sir John. Are you ready, Doctor? Shall I lead the 
way? Come, Henry.  (fusses off importantly) 


SiR JOHN: 
By all means. 
Mrs. JACKSON 
(calling after him) : 
As you are going would you mind ringing the bell, 
Samuel, and telling Baines to bring tea out here? 


Mr. JACKSON: 


Very well, my dear, 
(Mr. Jackson, Sir Joun, THE Doctor, and 
Henry go off into .the,.house to _ their 
Committee. Mrs. JACKSON, LaDy FARINGFORD, 
and VIOLET seat themselves by the table, to which 
tea is presently brought by Baines and the FOOTMAN. 
STELLA selects a chair rather further off, where she is 
soon joined by EusTAce.) 


LADY FARINGFORD : 

I do hope your husband will be elected, Mrs. Jack- 
son.’ Mr. Ling has the most dreadful opinions about 
land—and, indeed, about everything else, I’m told. 
But that is of less importance. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 
Indeed? 
Lapy FARINGFORD : 
Oh, yes. Only a year ago, at a meeting of the 
Parish Council, he made a speech attacking Sir John 
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quite violently about one of his cottages. It was 
let to young Barrett, quite a respectable, hard-work- 
ing man—who afterwards died of pneumonia. Mr. 
Ling declared the cottage was damp, and not fit for 
anyone to live in. So ridiculous of him! As if all 
cottages were not damp. The absurd part of it was 
that afterwards, when Mrs. Barrett was left a widow 
and Sir John gave her notice because she couldn’t 
pay her rent, and he wanted to convert the cottage 
into pig styes, Mr. Ling was equally indignant, and 
seemed to think we ought to find Mrs. Barrett an- 
other house! I don’t think he can be quite right in 
his head. 


VIOLET: 
Shall I make the tea, mother ? 


Mrs. JACKSON: 
If you please, dear. 


(VIOLET gives her MOTHER and Lapy FARINGFORD 
their tea. EusTAcE takes a cup to STELLA.) 


EUSTACE : 


What do you think about damp cottages, Miss 
Faringford? Do you think they ought to be left 
standing in order that the labourer may live in them 
—and have pneumonia. Or be pulled down in order 
that the labourer may have nowhere to live at all ? 


STELLA : 


I don’t know. I think it’s dreadful there should 
be damp cottages anywhere. 
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EUSTACE: 


That would never do. There must be good cot- 
tages and bad cottages, in order that the strong 
may get the good cottages and the weak the bad. 


STELLA : 


You mean in order that the strong may have the 
bad cottages and the weak the good. They need 
them more. 


EUSTACE : 


That would be quite unscientific. No, the strong 
must have the good cottages in order that they may 
grow stronger. And the weak must have the bad 
cottages in order that they may die off. Survival 
of the fittest, you know. 


STELLA : 
How horrible! 


EUSTACE : 
Yes, but how necessary ! 


Lapy FARINGFORD 
(noticing that Eustace has drawn up a chair and 
seated himself by her daughter) : 
Come over here, Stella. You have the sun on 
your face there. 
STELLA 
(rising unwillingly) : 
Very well, mamma. (moves to a chair on the 
other side of the tea table less unfortunately situ- 
ated) 
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Lapy FARINGFORD: 


By the way, Mrs. Jackson, have you heard about 
poor Miss Higgs, who used to keep the school at 
Little Chedleigh and play the harmonium so badly 
on Sundays? You remember her? Quite a good 
creature, knew all kinds of subjects, and never ex- 
pected one to take any notice of her. So, of course, 
one never did. Well, two years ago an aunt died 
and left her a little money, and Miss Higgs retired 
and went to live in Gloucester. One of those unat- 
tractive houses near the canal. But she seems to 
have been quite incapable of managing money. Put 
it into a gold mine, I believe, or gave it to her soli- 
citor to invest—which comes to the same thing— 
and lost every penny. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 
Oh. Poor Miss Higgs. What a sad thing. 


Lapy FARINGFORD: 


Fortunately, she was so affected by her loss that 
she drowned herself in the canal at the bottom of her 
garden. Otherwise I’m afraid some sort of a sub- 
scription would have had to be got up for her. 
(Eustace gets another cup of tea from VIOLET, and 
takes advantage of the move to sit down by STELLA 
again, Lapy FaRINGFORD notices this manceuvre 
with hardly concealed irritation, and, from this point 
till she rises to go, watches Eustace’s attentions to 
her daughter resentfully out of the corner of her 


eye.) 


VIOLET : 
I liked Miss Higgs very much, Lady Faringford. 
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Lapy FARINGFORD: 


So did quite a number of people, I’m told. 
She was quite a good creature, as I said, much 
superior to the young woman who has succeeded her 
at Little Chedleigh. I wanted them to give the 
place to my maid Dawkins, who is getting rather 
past her work, and really could have taught every- 
thing that is necessary or wholesome for the lower 
orders to learn, though I dare say she might have 
had some difficulty with the harmonium—at first. 
However, they preferred to get down a young per- 
son from London with the most elaborate qualifica- 
tions. So highly educated, in fact, that I hear she 
can’t teach at all. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 
How very awkward. 


LaDy FARINGFORD: 


It is indeed. (swift glance towards EustTacE and 
her daughter, who are obviously far too much inter- 
ested in one another) Stella! 


STELLA : 
Yes, mamma. 
Lapy FARINGFORD : 


Say good-bye to Mrs. Jackson, my dear. We 
really must be going. (rising) 
Mrs. JACKSON 
(rising also): 
Shall I let Sir John know you are ready ? 
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Lapy FARINGFORD : 

Pray don’t trouble. We can pick him up as we 
go through the house.~ Good-bye, Mrs. Jackson. 
(to Eustace, shaking hands) Good-bye. When do 
you go back to Australia? Quite soon, I hope. 
Come, Stella. 


STELLA 
(shaking hands) : 
Good-bye, Mr. Jackson. 
(Lapy FarincrorpD and STeELta take their departure 
through the French windows, accompanied by 
VIOLET. Their tea has been sadly curtailed, and so 
has the meeting of Sir JoHN’s Committee, but Lapy 
FARINGFORD feels that no sacrifices are too great to 
nip an incipient flirtation between her daughter 
and Eustace. As soonas they have gone, EUSTACE 
goes and sits by his mother.) 


EUSTACE : 
Clever woman that. 
Mrs. JACKSON: 
Is she, dear? I hadn’t noticed. 


EUSTACE : 

Yes. We're all of us selfish. But most of us 
make an effort to conceal the fact. With the result 
that we are always being asked to do something for 
somebody and having to invent elaborate excuses for 
not doing it. And that makes us very unpopular. 
For everyone hates asking for anything—unless he 
gets it. But Lady Faringford proclaims her selfish- 
ness so openly that no one ever dreams of asking her 
to do things. It would be tempting Providence. 
With the result that I expect she’s quite a popular 
woman. 
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Mrs. JACKSON: 
I’m glad you like Lady Faringford, dear. Your 
father has the highest opinion of her. 
EUSTACE : 
Yes. The Governor never could see an inch be- 
fore his nose. 
Mrs. JACKSON: 


Can’t he, dear? He has never said anything 
about it. 


EUSTACE 
(patting her hand affectionately) : 
Dear mother! (VIOLET returns) Seen the Gorgon 
safely off the premises ? 
VIOLET 
(laughing) : 
Yes—and Sir John. 
Mrs. JACKSON: 

The committee was over then? 


VIOLET : 
It is now—as Lady Faringford insisted on carry- 
ing off the chairman. Here is father. 


(Mr. JAckson and HENRY come out of house. BAINES 

follows hard after them, with letters on salver. He 

hands three of these to Mr. Jackson, two to Mrs. 
Jackson, and one to VIOLET.) 


BAINES : 
Shall I take away, madam? 
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Mrs. JACKSON: 


Wait a moment. (to Mr. Jackson) Will you 
have any tea, Samuel? 


Mr. JACKSON 
(opening long envelope and reading contents) : 


No. We had some indoors. 


Mrs. JACKSON 

(to Barings) : 
Yes, you can take away. (to Mr. Jackson) Did 
you have a successful meeting? (Baines beckons to 


FOOTMAN, who comes out, and together they take 
away tea) 


Mr. JACKSON 
(standing by table, still reading) : 
Eh? Oh, yes. 


Mrs. JACKSON 
(to Henry) : 
What a pity Sir John had to go. 


HENRY : 


It didn’t matter. We'd pretty nearly got through 
our business. (Mrs. JACKSON opens her letter, and 
becomes absorbed in its contents) 


Mr. JACKSON 
(handing papers to Henry): 
You'd better look through these. They’re from 


Fisher and Thompson. It’s about Wenhams’ Mill. 
The sale is next week. 
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HENRY» 
(nods) : 
Very well. 
Mr. JACKSON 


(taking a seat at the table, and clearing his throat 
with dignity) : 

Now, Eustace, I want to have a serious talk with 
you. 

EUSTACE : 

Not again, father. 

Mr. Jackson 
(puzzled) : 

What do you mean? 

EUSTACE : 

Couldn’t you put it off till to-morrow? I’m hardly 
well enough to talk seriously twice in one day. 

Mr. JACKSON: 

Nonsense, sir. You’re perfectly well. Glaisher 
says there’s no longer the slightest cause for 
anxiety. 

EUSTACE : 

The traitor ! 

Mr. JACKSON: 

What, sir? 

EUSTACE : 

Nothing, father. 

Mr. JACKSON: 

As I told you before tea, I’m not going to have 
you idling away your time here. The question is, 
what are we to do? 
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EUSTACE : 
Just so, father. — 2 
Mr. JACKSON: 

I mean, what are you to do? (pause, no remark 
from Eustace) Lady Faringford said as she went 
away you ought to go back to Australia. She said 
it was a thousand pities for any young man not to 
go to Australia. 

Mrs. JACKSON: 

Eustace was just saying how clever Lady Faring- 

ford was when you came out. 
Mr. JACKSON: 


I’m glad to hear it. (to Eustace) Well, what do 
you think ? 


EUSTACE : 
About Australia? 
Mr. JACKSON: 
Yes. 
EUSTACE : 


I don’t think anything about it. 
Mr. JACKSON: 
Would you like to go out there again? 


EUSTACE: 


No, I shouldn’t. I’ve been there once. It was 
an utter failure. 


Mr. JACKSON: 
You were a failure, you mean. 
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EUSTACE : 
. As you please. Anyway, it was no good, and I 
had to work as a navvy on the railway. | I don’t 
propose to do that again. 
HENRY 
(looking up from Fisher and Thompson’s papers) : 
Other people do well in Australia. 


EUSTACE: 


Other people do well in England. Or rather, the 
same people do well in both. 


Mr. JACKSON 
(peevishly) : 
What do you mean? 


EUSTACE : 

Simply that the kind of qualities which make for 
success in one country make for success in another. 
It’s just as easy to fail in Sydney as in London. I’ve 
done it and I know. 


Mrs. JACKSON 
(who has just opened her second letter) : 


A letter from Janet. She’s going to be at Glou- 
cester next week, and would like to come over and 
see us on Friday. We aren’t going out on that day, 
are we, Vi? (MR. JACKSON, impatient at his inter- 
ruption, opens the second of his letters and glances 
at it) 

VIOLET : 

No, mother. 
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Mrs. JACKSON: 


That will do then. She’d better come to luncheon. 
(vises) I'll write and tell her at once before I for- 
get. 

VIOLET : 

Shall I do it, mother ? 


Mrs. JACKSON: 
No, dear. I can manage it. (goes into house) 


Mr. JACKSON 


(who has opened his third letter, and contemplated 
its contents with indignant amazement, strikes the 
table with his open hand): 


Well! 


VIOLET : 
What is it, father? 


Mr. JACKSON: 


What’s the meaning of this I wonder! Barton 
must be out of his senses. 


VIOLET : 
Barton? 


Mr. JACKSON: 


Yes, Barton. The Tailor. Why does he send me 
in a-bill like this! Twenty-five pounds! And I’ve 
had nothing from him since Easter. Listen to this. 
One lounge suite four guineas, one dress suit eight 
guineas, one flannel suit three pounds ten, another 
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lounge suit four guineas, one frock coat and waist- 
coat four guineas, one pair of trousers one guinea. 
Total, twenty-five pounds eleven. 


EUSTACE 


(whose energies are absorbed at the moment in 
blowing through a cigarette-holder) : 


They’re mine, father. 
Mr. JACKSON: 
What, sir! 
EUSTACE 
(calmly) : 


Some clothes I ordered. I told him to send the 
bill to you. That’s.all right, isn’t it? 
Mr. Jackson 
(exploding) : 
All right! Certainly not, sir. It’s very far from 
right. It’s a great liberty. 
EUSTACE : 


My dear father, the bill must be sent in to some- 
body. 
Mr. JACKSON: 


And why not to you, pray? 


EUSTACE: 


What would be the good of that, father? I’ve 
nothing to pay it with. 


Mr. JACKSON: 
Then you shouldn’t have ordered the things. 
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EUSTACE: 


But I must wear something. I can’t go on wear- 
ing Henry’s things indefinitely. It’s hard on him! 
(HENRY snorts) My dear Henry! 


Mr. JACKSON 
(gobbling with indignation) : 
But what’s become of all the clothes you had? 
You must have had some clothes. 
EUSTACE 
(shrugs) : 
They’re in London—and in rags. 


Mr. JACKSON: 


Now look here, Eustace. I’m not going to have 
this. I’m not going to have a son of mine running 
up bills here. 


EUSTACE 
All right, father. I’m quite willing to pay for the 
things—if you give me the money. 
Mr. JACKSON: 


I shall not give you the money, sir. If you want 
money you must earn it. 


EUSTACE: 


That doesn’t take us very far. 
(At this MR. JACKSON rises and invokes the heavens.) 


Mr. JACKSON: 


You'll disgrace me. That’s what will happen. I 
insist on your paying Barton, and giving me your 
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word of honour never to get anything on credit here 
again. (thrusts. bill into. Eustace’s hand and 
tramps about angrily) 


EUSTACE: 


I’ve no objection. “I don’t run up tailors’ bills for 
pleasure. I’d just as soon pay ready money as you 
would. Only I haven’t got it. Give me twenty 
pounds—no, twenty-five pounds eleven—and I’ll pay 
Barton to-morrow. 


Mr. JACKSON: 
I decline to give you money. I decline. Your 
request is impudent. 
EUSTACE 
(blandly) : 


Let’s keep our tempers, father. 


Mr. JACKSON : 
What, sir? 


EUSTACE : 
I merely suggested we should keep our tempers. 
That’s all. 
Mr. JACKSON: 
This is intolerable. I disown you, sir. | I disown 
you. 
VIOLET: 
Father ! 
Mr. JACKSON: 


Be silent, Violet. (to Eustace) I'll have no- 
thing more to do with you. I'll pay this debt to 
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Barton—and any others you may have incurred since 
you. came back. After that I’ve done with you. 
Leave my house at once. 


EUSTACE 


(rising, and throwing away his cigarette. He has 
his temper admirably under control, but speaks with 
ominous distinctness) : 


Very well, father. Ill go if you wish it. But I 
warn you if I do go it will be to the nearest -work- 
house ! 


Mr. JACKSON 


(fuming) : 
That’s your affair. It has nothing to do with 
me. (turns away) 


EUSTACE : 


I question that. It rather knocks your election 
prospects on the head, I fancy. 


Mr. JACKSON 
(swinging round) : 
Eh? What? 
EUSTACE : 


You don’t seriously suppose if I do this you’ll be 
returned for Parliament? If you do you don’t know 
the British Electorate. This is going to be a scan- 
dal, a scandal worth five hundred votes to the other 
side. And the last man’s majority was only. fifty. 
Oh, no, my dear father, if it comes out that the son 
of the rich Conservative candidate is in the local 
workhouse, good-bye to your chances in this con- 
stituency. 
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HENRY : 
You wouldn’t: dare! 


EUSTACE : 
Dare? Nonsense. What have I to lose? 


HENRY : 
But this is infamous. It’s blackmail. 


EUSTACE 
(contemptuously) : 


Call it what you like. It’s what I propose to do 
if you: force me to it. 


VIOLET: 
Eustace! You couldn’t be so wicked ! 


EUSTACE 
(more gently) : 


My dear’ Vi, have I any choice? » Here am I abso- 
lutely penniless. The Governor flies into a rage be- 
cause I order some clothes from his tailor, and turns 
me into the street.. What am I to do? I’ve no 
profession, no business I can turn my hand to. | I 
might take to manual labour, I suppose, break stones 
on the road. But that would bring equal discredit 
on this highly respectable family. In England sons 
of wealthy cloth manufacturers don’t work with 
their hands. Besides, I don’t like work. So there’s 
nothing left but to beg. If I beg in the street the 
police will take me up. Therefore I must beg from 
my relations. If they refuse me I must go on the 
Parish. 
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HENRY: 


Father, this is monstrous. I» wouldn’t submit to 
it if I were you. If he wants to prevent your elec- 
tion let him. I advise: you to refuse. 


EUSTACE : 


All right. But it knocks your prospects on the 
head, too, my dear. Henry—social advancement, and 
love’s young dream, you know. Miss Faringford 
won’t marry you if this happens. Her mother won’t 
let her. You’re not so rich as all that. And if her 
mother would, Stella wouldn’t. Stella rather likes 
me. In fact, I think she likes me better than she 
does you at present. I’m not absolutely certain she 
wouldn’t marry me if I asked her. 


HENRY : 
Lady Faringford would forbid her. 


EUSTACE ; 

Perhaps we shouldn’t consult her. | Anyhow, if 
you leave me to eat skilly in Chedleigh Workhouse, 
Stella won’t accept you. I lay you ten to’one on it. 
(HENRY opens his mouth to speak, realises that he 
has nothing to say, and shuts it.again. All silent. 
Then a gong rings loudly inside the house. Another 
pause) Well, father, what do you say? (Another 
silence. MR. JACKSON, non-plussed, turns away) 
Nothing? You, Henry. You're full of resource! 
What do you think? (But Henry apparently is 
equally at a loss, for he says nothing. | Another 
pause. Eustacr shrugs his shoulders) Well, first 
gong’s gone. IJ shall go and dress. for dinner. 
(lounges off into the house as the curtain falls) 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE :—The drawing-room at Chedleigh as we saw 
it in the first act. Some three hours have elapsed 
since EUSTACE exploded his bombshell. When the 
curtain rises, Mrs. JACKSON is sitting in an easy 
chair, nodding over a piece of work of some kind. 
VIOLET is playing softly at the piano. Presently 
EUSTACE wanders in. VIOLET stops playing, 
closes piano, and comes down towards fireplace, 
later taking up handkerchief she is working for 
EUSTACE. ociath 


Mrs, JACKSON 
(waking up, drowsily) : 
Is that you, Eustace? »Where’s your father? 


EUSTACE 
(going to her): 
In the library with Henry. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


Talking business? 

EUSTACE 

(nods) : 
wes: 

Mrs. JACKSON: 

Can you see the time, Vi? 

VIOLET 

(sitting by fireplace) : 

Nearly ten, mother dear. 


IIo THE RETURN OF THE PRODIGAL. 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


So late! They must be discussing something very 
important. 


EUSTACE 
(grimly) : 
They are. 
Mrs. JACKSON: 
Have they been long in the library? 


EUSTACE : 
They went directly you and Vi left the table. 


Mrs. JACKSON : 


And you’ve been alone in the dining-room all that 
time? Why didn’t you come in to us? 


EUSTACE : 
I thought they might want to consult me. 


Mrs. JACKSON 
(beaming) : 
About business? I’m so glad. I’m sure you 


would be most useful in the business if you tried, 
though Henry doesn’t think,so. 


EUSTACE : 
Are you, mother ? 


Mrs. JACKSON: 


Of course. Why not? Henry is. And you 
always learnt your lessons far quicker than Henry 
when you were a boy. 


THE RETURN OF THE PRODIGAL. III 


EUSTACE 
(laying hand on her shoulder): 


Flatterer ! 


Mrs. JACKSON 
(putting work into work-basket) : 


Well, I don’t think I'll stay up any longer. (rises) 
And I do hope Henry won’t keep your father up 
late. It can’t be good for him. (kisses Eustace) 
Good-night, dear. Sleep well. Are you coming, 
Vi? (kisses her) 

VIOLET : 

Directly, mother. 


(Eustace holds open door for his mother to go out. 
Then comes slowly down and sits in chair by VIOLET.) 


EUSTACE: 


Dear old mater. She’s not clever, but for real 
goodness of heart I don’t know her equal. 


VIOLET 
(impatiently) : 

Clever! I’m sick of cleverness. What’s the 
good of it? You’re clever. What has it done for 
you ? 

EUSTACE : 


Kept me out of prison. That’s always something. 
(VioLET makes gesture of protest) Oh, yes, it has. 
There have been times when I was so hard up I felt 
I would do anything, anything, just for a square 
meal. If I had been a stupid man I should have 
done it. I should have robbed a till or forged a 
cheque, and that would have been the end of me. 
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Fortunately, I’d brains enough to realise that that 
kind of thing always gets found out. So here I am, 
still a blameless member of society. (VIOLET says 
nothing, but goes on working steadily. Pause) The 
mater hasn’t been told? 


VIOLET : 
About what happened before dinner? No. 


EUSTACE : 
I’m glad of that. 
VIOLET : 
Why ? 
EUSTACE 
(impatiently) : 


My dear Vi, I’m not absolutely inhuman.  Be- 
cause I’m fond of her, of course, and don’t like giv- 
ing her pain. 

VIOLET : 
She’ll have to know sooner or later. 


EUSTACE : 

Then I’d rather it was later; in fact, when I’m 
not here. If anybody has got to suffer on my ac- 
count I’d rather not see it. 

VIOLET : 
And you call Lady Faringford selfish ! 
EUSTACE 
(carelessly) : 

Yes. It’s a quality I particularly dislike—in 

others. 
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VIOLET 
(stopping her work for a moment and looking at him 
wonderingly) : 
I can’t understand you. As a boy you were so 
different. You were kind and affectionate and 
thoughtful for others. 


EUSTACE 

(shrugs) : 
I dare say. 

VIOLET: 
And now ! (earnestly) Think what you 


have made of your life! You had good abilities. 
You might have done almost anything if you: had 
only tried. You might have been a successful, hon- 
ourable man, with an assured position anda record 
you could be proud of. You might 


EUSTACE 
(putting his fingers in his ears): 
Stop, Vi, stop I tell you. I won’t listen to you. 


VIOLET 
(surprised) : 

Why not? 

EUSTACE 
(doggedly) : 

Because I won’t. All that is over. What’s past 
is past. I have to live my life now. Do you sup- 
pose it would make it any easier for me to grizzle 
over wasted opportunities? No! As each year 
passes I turn over the page and forget it. 
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VIOLET 
(wondering) : 
And do you never look back? 
EUSTACE 
(with a slight shiver): 
Never! If I did I should have drowned myself 
long ago. 


VIOLET 
(with horror) : 
Eustace ! 
EUSTACE 
(exasperated) : 
Oh, my dear Vi, it’s all very well for you to 
preach, but you don’t understand. It’s. easy 


enough for you living comfortably here at home 
working for your bazaars and visiting your old 
women. Your life slips away in a quiet round of 
small duties, paying calls with the mater, pouring 
out the governor’s coffee. One day just like an- 
other. You've no anxieties, no temptations. The 
lines have fallen to you in pleasant places. And 
you think you can sit in judgment on me! 


VIOLET 
(quietly, resuming her work): 
You think my life happier than yours then? 


EUSTACE : 
Isn’t it? 
VIOLET 
(shaking her head): 
No. Your life is your own. You can do as you 
please with it, use it or waste it as you think best. 
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You are free.. Iam not. You think because I stay 
quietly at home, doing the duty that lies nearest me 
and not crying out against fate, therefore I’ve no- 
thing more to wish for. Would you be happy, do 
you suppose, if you were in my case? I live here 
down in Chedleigh from year’s end to year’s end. 
Mother never leaves home. She doesn’t care to pay 
visits. So I cannot either. I may sometimes get 
away for a few days, a week, perhaps, but very sel- 
dom. And as mother grows older I shall go less. 
Soon people will give up asking me when they find 
I always refuse. And so I shall be left here alone 
with no friends, no real companionship, merely one 
of the family obliged to know the people they know, 
visit the people they visit, not a grown woman with 
interests of her own and a life to order as she 


pleases. 


EUSTACE: 
But you’ll marry? 


VIOLET: 


| Marry! What chance have I of marrying now? 
When we hadn’t so much money, and Henry and 
father weren’t so set on taking’ ‘a position ‘in the 
County, there was some chance for me. Now there 
is none.: It’s all very well for Henry. He is a part- 
ner in the firm. He will be a very rich man. He 


can marry Stella Faringford. Oh, we are to be 
great people! But you don’t find Sir John Faring- 
ford’s son proposing to me! No! He wants a 


girl of his own class or else an heiress, not a manu- 
facturer’s daughter with a few.thousand pounds.. So 
the great people won’t marry me and I mustn’t 
marry the little people. Father wouldn’t like it. He 
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hardly lets mother ask them to the house nowadays. 
And so the years go by and my youth with them, 
and I know it will be like this always, always. 


EUSTACE : 


Poor old Vi! And I thought you were quite con- 
tented with your bazaars and your old women. Why 
don’t you speak to the mater? 


VIOLET 
(with a shrug that is half a sigh): 

What’s the use? Mother wouldn’t understand: 
She married when she was twenty-one. She doesn’t 
know what it is for a girl to go on living at home 
long after she’s grown up and ought to have a house 
of her own... So I stay on here knitting, socks for 
old Allen and working your handkerchiefs, and here 
I shall stay till mother and father are both dead. 

And then it will be too late. 


EUSTACE: 


Poor old Vi! . . .' ‘(a pause) Do you know, 
you. make me feel rather mean? | Henry and the 
Governor I can stand up to... They’re very much 
like me. We, belong to the predatory type. Only 
they’re more successful than Iam. . They live on 
their workpeople. I propose to live on them. We’re 
birds of a feather. But you’re different. I suppose 
you get it from the mater. 7 


VIOLET: 
Why are you so bitter against your father ? 


EUSTACE : 
Am I? 
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: VIOLET: 
Yes. Just now. And this afternoon. 
EUSTACE 
(shrugs) : 
Oh, that ! Well, the fact is, I wanted to 


bring things to a head. I feel I can’t stay here. I 
must get away. 


VIOLET: 
Why? 
EUSTACE : 


For lots of reason. I can’t stand this place. I’ve 
outgrown it I suppose. (pause) And then there’s 
Stella 


_ VIOLET: 


Stella ? 
EUSTACE: 


Yes. If I were here much longer I might be fall- 
ing in love with Stella. And that wouldn’t be fair 
to Henry. After all, he was first in the field. And 
it wouldn’t be fair to her either. I’m not fit to 
marry a girl like that. No. I must get away. 


VIOLET 
(touched) : 
Poor Eustace. 
EUSTACE : 
Oh, you needn’t pity me. I shall get along some- 
how. My life hasn’t been successful. It hasn’t 


even been honourable. But it’s been devilish inter- 
esting. 
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(The door opens, and Mr. Jackson and HEnry enter. 
Mr. Jackson passes Eustace in dignified silence, 
and turns to his daughter.) 


Mr. JACKSON: 


You here, Vi? I thought you’d have gone to 
bed. . Your mother went long ago, I expect? 


VIOLET : 
Only a few minutes. 


Mr. JACKSON: 
Well, run away now, dear. It’s late. 


VIOLET : 


Very well, father. . (gathers up her things and 
rises) Good-night. (kisses him) Good-night, 
Henry. Good-night, Eustace. 


EUSTACE 
(taking her hand) : 


Good-night, Vi. And good-bye. 


(He goes to door and opens it for her. She kisses 
him and goes out. He closes the door after her, 
and slowly turns back to the others, to find Mr. 
JACKSON in a commanding position on the hearth- 
rug, and Henry standing by the piano. Eustace 
selects a settee at the opposite side of the room 
from his father, makes himself comfortable on it, 
and waits for one of the others to speak. Neither 
does so, however, and after a minute or more has 
elapsed, Eustace, feeling the silence to be rather 
grotesque, breaks it.) 
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EUSTACE 
(cheerfully) : 
Well ? 
Mr. JACKSON 
(coughs nervously, then plunges into his subject) : 
Ahem! We have been in consultation, your 
brother and I, as to the right course to adopt. with 
regard to you. 
EUSTACE 
(nods) : 
So I supposed. 


(Henry finds a chair about equi-distant from his 
father and his brother, and sits down.) 


Mr. JACKSON 
(with great dignity) : 
After the extraordinary and, er, undutiful attitude 
you took up this afternoon, I might naturally have 
declined all further relations with you. But 


EUSTACE 
(matter of fact): 
But as that course might prove almost as disagree- 
able for yourself as it would for me, you naturally 
thought better of it. Let’s get on. 


Mr. JACKSON 
(rearing under this touch of the spur, but mastering 
himself) : 


I might point out to you that we, your mother and 
I, have never failed in our duty by you. We have 
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been indulgent parents. | You were sent to a first- 
rate school. Nothing was spared that could make 
you a prosperous and successful man. But I won’t 
speak of that. 


EUSTACE 
(drily) : 
Thanks, father. 


Mr. JACKSON 

(running on): 
I might point out that we have given you a score 
of good chances for establishing yourself in a satis- 
factory position, and you have failed to profit by 


them. I might remind you that since you returned 
to this roof 


EUSTACE 
(impatiently) : 

My dear father, I thought you were going to leave 
that part out? And I do wish you wouldn’t begin 
talking about your roof. When people refer to their 
voof I always know they’re going to suggest some- 
thing quite unpractical. In ordinary times they 
don’t soar above the ceiling. But in moments of 
fervour off goes the roof! Let’s come to the point. 


Mr. JACKSON 

(rearing again, but again controlling himself) : 

I will do so at once. . . . Your brother and I 
feel that little as you have deserved this considera- 
tion at my hands, and wholly as you have forfeited 
all claim to further assistance both by your past 
failures and by your conduct this afternoon, you 
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should yet be given one more chance. (EUSTACE 
insensibly begins to beat time to his father’s impas- 
stoned antitheses) 


EUSTACE : 
Come, that’s satisfactory. 


Mr. JACKSON: 


Five years ago when, after repeated failures on 
your part, after paying your debts more than once 
and finding you openings again and again, I sent 
you to Australia, I gave you’a thousand pounds to 
make a career for yourself. I told you that was 
the last sum of money you would have from me dur- 
ing my lifetime. What may—or may not—come to 
you after my death is another matter. And I gave it 
you on the express stipulation that if you lost or 
squandered it you were not to write for more. 


EUSTACE : 
I kept that stipulation. 


Mr. JACKSON: 


That is so. I now propose to do again what I 
did five years ago. I propose to send you back to 
Australia with a thousand pounds. 


HENRY 
(looking up from book which he has been appearing 
to read) : 
To be paid to you after your arrival there. 


Mr. JACKSON : 


Exactly. I will send the thousand pounds, 
less the cost of your passage, to an agent, 
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to be paid to you. on. your landing. In 
return for this. you are to promise. not to 
come back to this country without my express per- 
mission. (Mr. JAcKsoNn pauses for a suitable expres- 
sion of gratitude from his son. None, however, is 
forthcoming, and he has to go on without it)» I 
think you will agree with me that the course I am 
taking is a kinder one than you deserve. Few 
fathers would do as much. I might have named a 
smaller sum. But I prefer to err on the generous 
side. 

EUSTACE 

(nodding) : 

Quite so. (with genuine curiosity) And what do 

you propose that I should do with a thousand 
pounds ? 


Mr. JACKSON: 


That is for you to decide. You might start in 
business. 


EUSTACE: 
I’ve tried that. 


Mr. JACKSON: 
Sheep farming. 
EUSTACE : 
I’ve tried that. 
Mr. JACKSON: 
Gold mining. 
EUSTACE : 
I’ve tried that. 
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Mr. JACKSON 
(annoyed) : 
Well, well, any line which you think offers you a 
favourable opening. 


EUSTACE 
(insinuatingly) : 
And which line is that ? 


Mr. JACKSON 
(irritably) : 
I don’t know. 


EUSTACE : 


No more do I. (pause) No, father, it would be 
absurd for me to accept your offer, because it isn’t 
practical. It would only be throwing your money 
away. It would do me no good, and cause you 


heartfelt distress. 
Mr. JACKSON: 
Nonsense. Other young fellows go out to Aus- 
tralia with less than a thousand pounds and make 
fortunes! Far less! Why shouldn’t you? 


EUSTACE: 


Why, indeed? However, we must keep to the 
point. They make fortunes. J don’t. 


Mr. JACKSON 
(exasperated) : 

In fact, they’re active and energetic, you’re use- 
less and worthless. | Where other people by thrift 
and enterprise and steady application make money, 
you only lose it. 


124 THE RETURN OF THE PRODIGAL. 


EUSTACE : 


Exactly. I lose it. And doubtless for lack of the 
qualities you mention. What then? Granted I am 
all you say, how does that help us? Here I am, 
alive, and requiring food at the customary intervals. 
Who is going to give it me? (HENRY snorts) 
Really, Henry! 


Mr. JACKSON 
(hotly): 


That is to say you want to go through life spong- 
ing on your family instead of working for your liv- 
ing like an honest man! 


EUSTACE 


(very nearly losing his temper at what seems to him 
the amazing stupidity of this remark) : 


Look here, father, hadn’t we better drop all that 
stuff about wanting to sponge on one’s family and 
the rest of it. _ Nobody wants to sponge on other 
people. The idea’s preposterous. We all want to 
be prosperous and highly respected members of 
Society like you and Henry, with more money than 
we know what to do with, with a seat in Parliament 
and a wife out of the Baronetage. That’s what we 
want. And if we haven’t the luck or the brains or 
the energy to get it, you needn’t call us names. You 
don’t suppose I prefer losing money to making it, 
do you? You don’t suppose if I had my choice I 
should drift about the world adding up accounts in a 
filthy Hong-kong bank or playing steward on a fil- 
thier ocean liner ? You can’t be so ridiculous. I’m good 
for nothing, as you say. I’ve no push, no initiative, 
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no staying power. I shall never be anything but.a 
failure. But don’t imagine I like it! You seem to 
think you’ve a terrible grievance because I’m a 
ne-er-do-well and come to yen for money, but the real 
grievance is mine. 


Henry: 


If you don’t like coming on your family for money, 
you needn’t do it. 


EUSTACE 
(impatiently) : 

It’s not what I do but what I am that is the difi- 
culty. What does it matter what one does? . It’s 
done, and then it’s over and one can forget it. The 
real tragedy is what one is. . Because one can’t 
escape from that. It’s always there, the bundle of 
passions, weaknesses, stupidities, that one calls 
character, waiting to trip one up. Look at the 
Governor, that pillar of rectitude and business 
ability! (Mr. Jackson hastily assumes a less com- 
manding posture) Do you suppose he could be like 
me if he tried? ‘© Of*course not.’ Nor could I be 
like him. 


Mr. JACKSON; 
Have you no) will? 


. EUSTACE : 

No. Have,you? Have we any of us? Aren’t 
we just the creatures of our upbringing, of circum- 
stance, of our physical constitution? We are 
launched on the stream at our birth. Some of us 
can swim against the current. Those who can’t it 
washes away. 
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(There is a pause. Henry looks sullen, Mr. JACK- 
SON puzzled. Eustace, who has grown rather 
heated, regains his composure.) 


Mr. JACKSON 
(with a sigh) : 
Well, what’s to be done with you? 


EUSTACE 
(shrugs) : 

I’m afraid you’ll have to keep me. You’re my 
father, you know. You’ve brought into the world 
a worthless and useless human being. I think those 
were your adjectives? You’re responsible. 


Mr, JACKSON 
(angry again): 
Is that any reason why I should support you? 


EUSTACE 
(quite sincerely) : 


No, father. Frankly, I don’t think it is. I think 
your sensible course would be to put me quietly out 
of this wicked world or hire someone else to do so. 
I’m a bad egg. I shall never hatch into anything 
that will do you the smallest credit. Your sensible 
course is to destroy me. But you daren’t do that. 
Social convention won’t allow you. The law would 
make a fuss. Indeed, the law won’t even allow me 
to put an end to myself and save you the trouble. 1 
should be rescued, very wet and draggled, from the 
muddy waters of the Ched by the solitary policeman 
who seems to have nothing else to do but to stand 
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about rescuing people who had much better be left 
to drown. I should be haled before the Magistrates 
—you’re a magistrate yourself now, father. You’d 
be there—I should be given a solemn lecture and 
then “‘ handed over to my friends ’’—that’s you 
again, father—who would undertake to look after 
me in future. And I only hope you would be able to 
conceal your annoyance at my rescue from the prying 
eyes of your brother justices ! 


Mr. JACKSON 
(stung) : 
You’ve no right. to say that. You’ve no right to 
suggest that I wish you were dead. 


EUSTACE 


(genially) : 

Of course you do. You want me to go'to Aus- 
tralia, where you’ll never hear of me again, where, in 
fact, I shall be dead to you. What’s the difference? 
(a pause) 


Mr. JACKSON: 


Well, I won’t argue with you. The question is, 
what do you propose? 


EUSTACE 
(as if it was. the. most natural, suggestion in, the 
world) : ] 

In the circumstances, I think your wisest ‘course 
will be to make me an allowance, say three hundred 
a year, paid quarterly. Then I’ll go away and live 
quietly in London, and you'll be rid ‘of ‘me. 
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Mr. JACKSON 
(furious) : 


I refuse, sir. I refuse absolutely. The sugges- 
tion is utterly shameless. 


EUSTACE 
(calmly) : 


I dare say. But it’s perfectly sensible. I appeal 
to Henry. 


HENRY 
(after a moment’s thought) : 


Father, I think you’d better do as he says. If 
you gave him a thousand pounds, as we intended, 
he’d only lose it. Better make him an allowance. 
Then you can always Stop it if he doesn’t behave him- 
self. ‘It’s a shameless proposal, as you say, but 
it’s practical. 


EUSTACE : 


Bravo, Henry! I always said you had brains. 
That’s exactly it. Shameless but eminently practi- 
cal. 


Mr. JACKSON 
(grumbling) : 


What I can’t see is why I should allow you this 
money. Here’s Henry, who’s perfectly satisfactory, 
and has never caused ‘me a moment’s anxiety. I 
don’t give him money. | Whereas you, who have 
never caused me anything else, expect me to keep 
you for the remainder of your life. 


THE RETURN OF THE PRODIGAL. 129 


EUSTACE 
(with bitter contempt) : 
It is unreasonable, isn’t it. But we live in a 


humanitarian age. We coddle the sick and we keep 
alive the imbecile. We shall soon come to pension- 
ing the idle and the dissolute. You’re only a little 
in advance of the times. England is covered with 
hospitals for the incurably diseased and asylums for 
the incurably mad. If a tenth of the money were 
spent on putting such people out of the world, and 
the rest were used in preventing the healthy people 
from falling sick, and the sane people from starving, 
we should be a wholesomer nation. 


Mr. JACKSON 
(after a pause): 
Well, if Henry thinks so I suppose I must give 
you an allowance—but I won’t go beyond two hun- 
dred. 


EUSTACE : 
I can’t keep out of debt on two hundred. 
Mr. JACKSON : 
Two hundred and fifty, then. 
EUSTACE 
(persuasively) : 
Three hundred. 


Mr. JACKSON: 
Two hundred and fifty. Not a penny more. 
(breaking out again) Why, I’d starve before I con- 
sented to sponge on my family as you are doing! 
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EUSTACE 
(quietly) : 

Ah. You evidently don’t know much about starv- 
ing, father! (Silence. Mr. Jackson suddenly real- 
ises that his son has actually known what hunger 
means, and the thought makes him uncomfortable) 
If you write me a cheque for my first quarter now I 
can catch the 11.15 up. 


Mr. JACKSON 
(almost gently) : 


You can’t go to-night. . . . You’re not 
packed. . . . And you’ll want to say good-bve 
to your mother. 


EUSTACE: 


I think not. As I’m to go, it had better be as 
suddenly as I came. It saves such a lot of explana- 
tions. You can send my things after me to London. 


Mr. JACKSON 
(sadly) : 


Very well. I'll go and write you a cheque. 
(Mr. JACKSON goes out with a heavy sigh, and silence 
falls upon the two brothers. At last HENRY speaks.) 


HENRY 
(bitterly) : 


Well, you’ve got what you wanted. 
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EUSTACE 
(genially) : 


Thanks to you, my dear fellow. 


HENRY : 
And what a sordid plot it has been! To make 
your way into this house by a trick with the deliber- 
ate intention of blackmailing your own father. 


EUSTACE 
(remonstrating good-humouredly) : 

You’re wrong. The blackmail, as you call it, was 
an afterthought. When I made my way into this 
house—in the way you so accurately describe—my 
designs went no further than getting some decent 
food and a house over my head for a few days. But 
when I got here and found you all so infernally pros- 
perous, the Governor flinging money about over get- 
ting into Parliament, you intending to marry Faring- 
ford’s daughter, I thought I’d better put in for a 
share of the plunder. 


HENRY 
(disgusted) : 


Well, you’ve succeeded—succeeded because you’ve 
neither honour nor conscience about you. 


EUSTACE 
(turning on him) : 
No. I’ve succeeded because you’re a snob and 


the Governor’s a snob, and that put you both in my 
power. I might have been as poor and as unscrupu- 
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lous as you please without getting a halfpenny out of 
either of you. Luckily, the Governor’s political am- 
bitions and your social ambitions gave me the pull 
over you, and I used it. 


HENRY : 


Faugh! (turns away angrily, then faces his 
brother again) You understand, of course, that if 
you are to have this allowance it is on the express 
condition that you give up all thoughts of Miss 
Faringford, give them up absolutely. 


EUSTACE 
(carelessly) : 


By all means. What should I be about marrying 
a penniless girl like Stella? 


HENRY: 


There’s nothing you won’t do for money! Even 
to giving up the girl you pretend to care for. 


EUSTACE 
(shrugs): 


I dare say. Besides, what would Stella be about 
marrying a penniless devil like me? 


HENRY 


(exasperated at the injustice of the world): 
And the best of it is, if this story ever gets about, 
you'll get all the sympathy ! Ne’er-do-wells always do. 
The Governor and I would be despised as a couple 
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of stony-hearted wretches with no bowels of com- 
passion, who grudged money to a_ necessitous 
brother, while you would be called a light-hearted 
devil-may-care chap who is. nobody’s enemy but his 
own. 


EUSTACE 
(grimly) : 
_ Well; I think I’d change places with you. After 


all, you’re pretty comfortable here. | And you’ll 
marry Stella, damn you! 


(Mr. JACKSON enters with a cheque in his hand, and 
Henry 1s silent.) 


Mr. JACKSON 
(holding it out to EusTAceg) : 


Here’s your cheque. 


EUSTACE 

(taking it, and reading the amount prosaically) : 

Fours into two hundred and fifty. 62 10s. od. 
Thanks, father. (holds out hand) Good-bye. (MR. 
Jackson draws himself up and puts his hands behind 
his back with awful dignity) You may as well. 
After all, I’m your son. And if I’m a sweep, it’s 
your fault. 


Mr. JACKSON 
(takes his hand after a moment’s hesitation) : 
Good-bye. (Eustace goes slowly towards door) 
You may write occasionally, just to let us know how 
you are. 
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EUSTACE 
(offering cheque, with a grim smile): 

Make it three hundred, father—and I won’t write. 
(Mr. JACKSON is about to protest angrily, then, recog- 
nising the uselessness of that proceeding, says 
nothing, but waves cheque contemptuously away. 
Eustace, still smiling, pockets it) No? Well, 
have it your own way. Good-bye. Good-bye, Henry. 
(nods to him without offering to shake hands, and 
goes out as the curtain falls) 
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The Play produced by Mr. H. GRANVILLE BARKER 


THE CHARITY THAT BEGAN 
AT HOME. 


ACT: 4: 


ScENE :—The drawing-room at Priors Ashton, Lapy 
DeENISON’s house in the country, a handsome room 
in the Adam style. On the right are double doors 
leading from the hall. Similar doors on the left 
lead to Lapy DENISON’S own sitting-room. At the 
back of the stage are French windows, one on 
each side of the fireplace. These give on to a 
terrace, of which the low brick boundary wall, 
ornamented at intervals by stone balls on squat 
brick piers, 1s seen through the windows.  Be- 
yond the terrace the garden stretches away into 
the distance. Beyond that the open country, 
bathed in the sunshine of a hot September after- 
noon. The French window on the left of the fire- 
place is closed, but that on the right stands wide 
open. 

When the curtain rises the stage is empty. Then 
Lapy DENISON is seen to pass the French window 
on the left, followed by her daughter MARGERY. 
A moment later they enter by the window 
on the right. Lapy DENISON is a kindly, comfort- 
able lady of about forty-eight. MARGERY is a very 
pretty girl of twenty-two. 


Lapy DENISON: 


I don’t think I’ll go out again, Margery. The sun 
is rather hot, and it tires my eyes. You go if you 
like. 
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MARGERY: 


I’d rather stay with you, mother. The others will 
get on quite well without me for a little. Where 
will you sit? 

Lapy DENISON : 


Here I think. (settling herself into an armchair 
with a sigh of contentment) 1 do hope they’re 
enjoying themselves. Do you think they are? 


MARGERY 
(nods) : 
I think so. 
Lapy DENISON : 
That’s right. (looking round vaguely) I wonder 
where I put my work? 
MARGERY : 
Here it is. Shall I bring it? (brings two wicker 
work-baskets from side table) 
Lapy DENISON : 


Thank you, dear. I knew I’d left it somewhere. 
I wish this strip was finished. I’m getting so tired 


of it. (gets out long strip of woollen crochet of a 
brilliant red hue) 


MARGERY : 
Poor mother! It’ll soon be done now. 


Lapy DENISON 
(beginning to crochet) : 
How are yours getting on? 
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MARGERY 
(who has begun on a blue strip of equal brilliancy) : 
Nearly finished. This is my last. 
Lapy DENISON 

(sighs) : 
I’ve still two more to do. 

MARGERY : 
I’1l do one of them for you, mother. 


Lapy DENISON: 
No, dear. I shall manage. But next time I shall 
give blankets. 
MARGERY : 
But that wouldn’t be the same as making some- 
thing, would it? 
| Lapy DENISON : 
That’s why I should prefer it. 


MARGERY : 
Lazy ! 
Lapy DENISON: 


I’m so glad Mr. Hylton is coming down. He'll 
help us to entertain all these people. 


MARGERY: 


Yes. Isn’t it lucky he and Miss Triggs and Aunt 
Emily could all come by the same train! The car- 
riage will only have to go.to the station once. 
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Lapy DENISON: 
I do hope Miss Triggs will like being here. 


MARGERY 
(cheerfully) : 


I think she will. Poor thing, her lodgings looked 
dreadfully poor and uncomfortable when I went to 
see her. Here at least she’ll have proper meals and 
feel she’s among friends. 


Lapy DENISON: 


Where have you put her? 


MARGERY : 


In the little room next mine. It’s rather small, 
but the house is so full just now. I wanted to put 
her next Aunt Emily. But Aunt Emily always 
insists on having that room for her maid. 


Lapy DENISON : 
How long do you think she’ll stay ? 


MARGERY : 


Two or three weeks I hope. Long enough to give 
her a thorough rest and change. 


(Further conversation is interrupted by the entrance 
of Wiuiam, the footman. His face wears an ex- 
pression of portentous gravity.) 


» WILLIAM: 
Can I speak to you, my lady? 
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Lapy DENISON : 
Certainly. What is it, William? (puts down 
crochet) 
WILLIAM 
(hesitating) : 
If you please, my lady . . . I should like to 
give notice. 
MARGERY 
(astonished) : 
Give notice, William? 
WILLIAM : 
Wes,,-miss. 
Lapy DENISON : 
Why now, William ? 


WILLIAM : 
I’m very sorry, my lady, to have to give notice 
at all . . . after being with your ladyship so 


many years 
Lapy DENISON: 

Yes, yes. But why give notice now? The pro- 
per time to give notice is surely ten o’clock in the 
morning when I am seeing the housekeeper ? 

WILLIAM : 
Very good, my lady. (turns to leave the room) 


MARGERY : 

Stop, William. (WuLL1aM stops and facés round) 
Why do you want to give notice? You’ve always 
been a good servant. Have you found another situ- 
ation? 
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WILLIAM: 


No, miss. And I don’t want to give notice. I 
hope you won’t think that, miss. 


Lapy DENISON 
(plaintively) : 
Then why do it, William? 


WILLIAM 
(hesitating) : 
Weell, my lady. .....,... Jt’s on account “ob 
Soames. (hesitates again) 


MARGERY : 
Soames ? 


WILLIAM: 


Yes, miss. As long as Wilkins was here things 
were better. Not but what we had our quarrels in 
the servants’ hall even then. On account of Thomas 
you remember, miss? 


MARGERY : 
I remember. 
WILLIAM : 
But with Soames it’s different, miss. Soames 


and J—— 


Lapy DENISON 
(interrupting) : 
Have you spoken to the housekeeper ? 
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WILLIAM : 
¥es, my lady. But Mrs. Meredith says she can 
do nothing. Soames is that violent and his lan- 


guage quite awful when spoken to. So she said I 
had better come to you, my lady. 
Lapy DENISON 
(plaintive again): 
How very annoying of Mrs. Meredith. 


MARGERY 
(rather shocked) : 


Has Soames been using bad language to you, 
William ? 


WILLIAM: 
Yes, miss. Not that I mind that. But there’s 
other things . . . and in fact him and me don’t 


hit it off. So perhaps I’d better leave at the month, 
my lady. 
MARGERY : 


Nonsense, William. Why, you’ve been with us 
ever since you were a boy. 


WILLIAM : 


Yes, miss. And never thought to leave her lady- 
ship so long as she was satisfied. 


MARGERY : 


Very well. Mother is perfectly satisfied, and 
you must stay. And you must try and be patient 
with Soames. He has rather a bad temper with 
other servants, I know, but I’m sure he tries to con- 
quer it. And you must help him... Will you? 
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WILLIAM 
(doubtfully) : 
Very well, miss. 


MARGERY 
(brightly) : 
That’s right. And then you’ll see things will go 


better. Things always go better if only one tries to 
help people, don’t they ? 


WILLIAM 
(still more doubtfully) : 
Yes, miss. 


Lapy DENISON : 
And I’ll speak to Soames to-morrow morning. 


WILLIAM : 


Thank you, my lady. Thank you, miss. (turns to 
go again) 


Lapy DENISON : 
And will you please send Anson to me, William? 


WILLIAM : 
Yes, my lady. 
(WiLLIAM goes out. Lapy DENISON resumes her 
crochet with a sigh.) 
Lapy DENISON : 


How troublesome servants are! I did think after 
Thomas went we should have no more quarrelling. 
And now it’s Soames. 
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MARGERY: 


Well, of course, we didn’t engage Thomas. be- 
cause he was a good servant, did we? And it’s the 
same with Soames. 


Lapy DENISON: 

I suppose so. But it certainly makes helping peo- 
ple more difficult if they won’t exercise a little self- 
control. 

MARGERY 
(with unanswerable logic) : 


If they had more self-control they wouldn’t need 
help, would they, mother dear? 


Lapy DENISON: 


I wonder if it would be a good thing to ask Mr. 
Hylton to speak to Soames? 


MARGERY 
(enthusiastic) : 


Oh, yes, I’m sure it would. Mr. Hylton has such 
a wonderful influence with people. 


Lapy DENISON: 


Very well. I'll ask him this evening—if I remem- 
ber. 
(Enter Anson, Lapy DeEnison’s maid. ANSON is a 
young person of attractive appearance, but just now 
looks rather ill and rather frightened.) 


ANSON : 
You sent for me, my lady? 
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Lapy DENISON: 


Yes, Anson. I want you to look at the mantle I 
wore this morning. The trimming has come un- 
stitched. 


ANSON 
(relieved) : 


Is that all, my lady? 
Lapy DENISON: 


Yes. I meant to tell you about it before luncheon. 
I thought I would speak about it now while I remem- 
ber. 


ANSON: 


Very good, my lady. (turns to go. MARGERY 
stops her) 


MarGERY 
(kindly) : 


Is anything the matter, Anson? You don’t look 
well. 


ANSON : 
Nothing, thank you, miss. 
MARGERY : 


Would you like to see the doctor? We can easily 
send for him. 


ANSON 
(alarmed) : 
Oh, no, miss. 
MARGERY : 
You’re quite sure? 
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ANSON : 
Quite, thank you, miss. I’d much rather not have 
the doctor. (ANSON goes out) 
MARGERY : 


I’m afraid something must be the matter with 
Anson. She’s looked wretched lately. And she used 
to be so bright. 


Lapy DENISON 
(placidly) : 


I dare say she’s only bilious. 
(At this point Mrs. Horrocks comes in from the 
terrace, followed by Mr. HuGH VERREKER. Mrs. 
Horrocks 1s a thick-set, red-faced, pompous woman 
of no breeding. VERREKER is a handsome, rather 
devil-may-care young man of nine-and-twenty.) 


MARGERY 


(looking round, with a smile) : 
Are you coming in, Mr. Verreker ? 


VERREKER : 
Yes. It’s cooler here than onthe terrace. 


Lapy DENISON: 


Margery, give Mrs. Horrocks a cushion. (Mrs. 
Horrocks sinks massively on to a sofa, where 
MarceEry proceeds to make her comfortable) I hope 
you’ve had a pleasant afternoon? 


Mrs. Horrocks: 
Quite, thank you. 
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VERREKER 
(taking a seat by MARGERY): 


Mrs. Horrocks has had no end of a good time. 
She’s been telling me the entire history of the Hor- 
rocks family from its remotest past. It appears the 
first of the Horrockses was a historian in the reign 
of Theodoric. | His name was Orosius. Orosius 
pian Horrocks, you perceive. Transliteration 
by Grimm’s law. 

Lapy DENISON 
(who never recognises sarcasm even when she can 
see it): 

How very interesting. 


VERREKER 
(blandly) : 


It was! 


MARGERY : 
Have you left General Bonsor in the garden? 


VERREKER ? 


No. He’s just coming. He wants his tea. He’s 
enjoyed himself too, by the way. He’s been telling 
Mr. Firket a story about India for the last two hours. 
Poor Firket! And it’s going on still. 


(Which indeed appears to be the case, for the loud 
voice of GENERAL BONSOR at this moment comes 
booming in from the terrace in the midst of one of 
his interminable stories. He and FIRKET are seen to 
pass the French window on the left, and then enter 
by that on the right. GENERAL BONSOR is a lean, 
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liverish Anglo-Indian, of sixty-five or so, with a 

sparse, grizzled moustache. Mr. FirKEt is a pallid, 

deprecating little man in spectacles, whose neat black 
clothes look rather pathetically seedy.) 


GENERAL BONSOR: 


So I said to Fennesey—Fennesey was our senior 
major. Thorough sportsman he was! Shoot a 
tiger as soon as look at him! Got killed afterwards 
out in the Sunderbunds. Tiger ate him. Very sad. 
However—I said to Fennesey—‘“‘ Fennesey, my boy, 
if you don’t keep that dash’d Khansamah of yours 
in order,’’ I said, ‘‘ you’ll poison the whole canton- 
ment.’” Fennesey laughed at that like anything. 
You should have seen how he did laugh! (GENERAL 
Bonsor laughs immoderately) So when the judge 
and I and Travers were dining with him a week or 
two later (turning sharply on FirKET, whose attention 
is clearly wandering) I told you about Travers, 
didn’t I? 

Mr. FIRKET 
(pulling himself together with an effort) : 
Eh? No, I think not. 


GENERAL BONSOR: 


Ah, I must. Or you won’t understand the story. 
Travers was in the Guides. He married—let me see, 
whom did he marry? I shall remember in a moment. 
‘pauses, cudgelling his brain) 


Lapy DENISON : 
Won’t you sit down, Mr. Firket? You look quite 
tired. 
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Mr. FIRKET 
(faintly) : 
Thank you. (sinks on to chair as far as possible 
from the GENERAL. The GENERAL, however, pursues 
him relentlessly) 


GENERAL BONSOR: 


Blake..., .- Blake~.. .... Blakesley 1 . That was 
the name! She was a daughter of old Tom Blakes- 
ley of the Police. But I never knew him. He was on 
the Bombay side. ‘Travers died afterwards of enteric 
at Bundlecund, I think, or was it Chittagong? Yes, 
it was Chittagong, I remember, because I had a 
touch of fever there myself a year or two later. Well, 
to go back to Fennesey 


MARGERY 
(coming to the rescue) : 


Can you spare Mr. Firket to me for a little, 
General? I want him to wind some wool for mother. 


_GENERAL BonsorR : 
Eh? Oh, certainly, certainly. 
(The GENERAL turns away pettishly, much annoyed 
at being interrupted in his story, which, he is con- 
vinced, was reaching its most enthralling moment. 
Mr. Firket breathes a sigh of relief.) 


MARGERY: 


Do you mind, Mr. Firket? You did the last for 
her so well? 


Mr. FirRKET: 
Not at all, Miss Denison. On the contrary ! 


 abarr 
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VERREKER 
(to Marcery, under his breath) : 
I call that real tact ! 


MARGERY : 


Hush! 
(Mr. FirKet is set to wind red wool, which he does 
contentedly till tea comes in. The GENERAL moons 
about sulkily for a minute or two, and then takes a 
seat on the sofa by Mrs. Horrocks, who makes 
room for him with marked unwillingness.) 


Mrs. Horrocks 
(to Lapy DeEnison) : 


What a lot of work you do, Lady Denison. 


Lapy DENISON: 


Yes. This is a crochet counterpane for old Mrs. 
Buckley. It’s very ugly, isn’t it? (holds it up 
disparagingly) Margery and I each have to do eight 
strips. Then we fasten them together, like this. 
(puts red and blue strip side by side, in which position 
the effect they produce is simply paralysing) Mrs. 
Buckley’s eighty-three next week, and almost blind. 
That’s why Margery chose such bright colours. So 
that she might be able to see them, you know. Aren’t 
they detestable? 


MARGERY: 


There’s my last finished. (holds up strip in 
triumph) .Sure you wouldn’t like me to do one of 
yours, mother ? 
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Lapy DENISON: 


No, thanks, dear. If I stopped doing this I should 
only have to begin on Mrs. Jackson’s stockings. I'll 
do my share. 


MARGERY : 
All right. Then I can get on with something else. 
(gets handkerchief-case out of basket) 
VERREKER 
(remonstrating) : 


I say, you’re not going to begin another thing 
straight off ? 


MARGERY : 


Not begin? This is half done. It’s a handker- 
chief-case. 


VERREKER : 
Is it for yourself ? 

MARGERY : 
No. It’s for Mr. Hylton. 


VERREKER : 
The man who’s coming down this afternoon ? 
MARGERY: 
Yes. Those are his initials. (shows them) 
VERREKER : 
Beer 
» MARGERY: 


Yes; his name’s Basil. It’s a, pretty name, isn’t 
it? (starts working on them) 
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VERREKER : 
Why are you working him a handkerchief-case ? 


MarGERY : 
I thought he’d like one. 


VERREKER : 
Well, I’d like a handkerchief-case. Why don’t 
you work one for me? 
MARGERY : 


Perhaps you don’t deserve one? 


VERREKER : 

I don’t. But you said this morning when one did 
things for people one oughtn’t to think of what they 
deserve but what they want. 

MARGERY : 


And you said, ‘‘ What rot.” 


VERREKER: 


Well, I’ve changed my mind. I think you’re quite 
right. And I want a handkerchief-case. My initials 
Sah tiles 

MARGERY: 


Isn’t that rather a sudden conversion ? 


VERREKER : 


It’s none the worse for that. Besides, now I come 
to think of it, I do deserve one. (dropping his voice) 
I played billiards with old Firket this morning—to 
please you. 
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MarRGERY 
(working steadily) : 
To please him. 
VERREKER : 


It didn’t. I made a hundred while he made eight. 
He simply hated it. Old Firket’s a perfect ass at 
billiards—though he says he can give me thirty per 
cent. off any kind of billiard-table that’s made. 


MARGERY : 
Still, it was nice of you to play with him. 
VERREKER : 
It was. I shan’t doitagain. And I think I ought 
to have a handkerchief-case for doing it at all. 
MARGERY : 
Very well. You shall have the next. 


VERREKER : 
Not the next. This one. 


MARGERY : 

No, no. This is Mr. Hylton’s. It’s the first time 
he’s been to stay with us. He works very hard while 
he’s in London, and scarcely ever gives himself a 
holiday. So I promised if he’d come and spend a 


fortnight with us this summer I’d work him some- 
thing. This is it. 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(looking at his watch testily) : 
I thought you had tea at five, Lady Denison? 
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Lapy DENISON ;: 
So we do, General. Is it five yet? 


GENERAL BONSOR : 
Twelve minutes past. Twelve and a-half. 


Lapy DENISON: 


I’m so sorry. I suppose they’re waiting for the 
others. My sister-in-law, Mrs. Eversleigh, comes 
to-day. And Mr. Hylton. And Miss Triggs. 
You’ve met my sister-in-law, I think ? 


GENERAL BONSOR: 


Yes. Met her in Madrid when Eversleigh was at 
the Embassy there. I was at Gibraltar. 


Lapy DENISON: 


He’s at Vienna now. I wish he wasn’t. It’s such 
a long way off. We see simply nothing of them. 


GENERAL BONSOR: 


Not in London this season? 


Lapy DENISON : 
No. And my brother can’t get away even now. 
So Emily is coming by herself. I do hope she’s not 
going to be late. 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(unappeased) : 


She is late. But everybody’s late nowadays. It’s 
the fashion. And a doosid bad fashion, too. When 
I was at Alleghur in ’76 
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Lapy DENISON: 
I don’t think it’s her fault. Perhaps the train 


GENERAL BONSOR : 


Just so! Her train’s late, of course. That’s the 
English railway system all over. The trains run 
anyhow, simply anyhow. Why, when I was at 
Alleghur 


Lapy DENISON 
(interrupting him desperately in the hope of staving 
off a story—which for the moment she successfully 


does): 
It may not be the train, General. Perhaps one 
of ‘the ‘horses.’ .... °. However, I -really don’t 


think we’ll wait any longer. Will you ring, Mr. 
Verreker? (VERREKER does so) 


Mr. FIRKET 


(persuasively) : 
You ought to have a motor, Lady Denison. Much 
more reliable than horses. I can get you twenty 


per cent. off any pattern you like to choose if you 
think of it. 


Lapy DENISON : 
Thank you very much, Mr. Firket. But I’m old- 
fashioned. I think I shall stick to horses. 
Mr. FIRKET: 
Well, if you should change your mind, just apply 
to me, that’s all. 
Lapy DENISON: 


I won’t forget. (enter Soames) Bring tea, 
Soames. We won’t wait for Mrs. Eversleigh. 
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SOAMES 
Very good, my lady. (Soames goes out) 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(clears his throat) : 


As I was saying, when I was at Alleghur 


Mr. FIrRKET 
(insinuatingly, to Lapy DENIson) : 


I might make it five-and-twenty per cent. with 
some makers 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(sternly) : 


As Iwas saying . . .. as Iwas saying 
(a hush falls) When I was at Alleghur in’76 .. . 
(annoyed) There now, I’ve forgotten what I was 
going to say! . . . (consoling them) But it’ll 
come back tome. . . . Ever at Alleghur, Ver- 
reker, when you were in India? 


VERREKER: 
For a few months. 


Mrs. Horrocks 
(trying to head off the GENERAL) : 


What was your regiment, Mr. Verreker? 
VERREKER : 
Beastly place I thought it. 


Mrs. Horrocks 
(louder) : 


What was your regiment, Mr. Verreker? 
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VERREKER : 


I beg your pardon, Mrs. Horrocks. The Mun- 
sters. 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(delighted) : 


Then you knew Toby Nicholson! He commands 
the Munsters, doesn’t he? 


VERREKER 
(hesitates) : 
Yes. 


GENERAL BONSOR: 


Why, I know Toby. First-rate chap! Knew him 
when he was a subaltern. I must write to the old 
beggar. Where are the Munsters now? 


VERREKER 
(who seems bored with the subject) : 
Shorncliffe, I believe. 
(The sun begins to set ina glory of crimson, but is 
quite unable to stop the GENERAL. Nobody notices 


it, in fact, until the red glow attracts MARGERY’S 
attention a few minutes later.) 


GENERAL BONSOR: 


Good! I'll write to-night, by Jove. I'd like to 
hear from Toby again. I’ve not seen him since we 
were at Poonah together. (triumphantly) That 
reminds me of what I was going to tell you! : 
When I was at Alleghur in ’76 we had a train from 
Goomti that was timed to arrive at Alleghur at 6.38. 
Just in time to change before dinner, don’t you know. 
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Well, that train was always late, always, by Jove! 
So I said to Macpherson . . ._ he was superin- 
tendent of the Alleghur-Goomti line. | Good chap 
Mac. Very good judge of a horse. Died of cholera, 
I remember, in ’81—or was it ’82? . . . Any- 
how, I said to him, ‘‘ Mac, my boy, I’ll race your 
dashed little train from the Boondi Bridge to the 
station—that’s the last three miles into Alleghur— 
with my pony and trap for a hundred rupees. 

(During this speech Soames and Wi1L.1AM have 
brought in tea. A certain hostility is just visible 
between them, but very discreetly shown. They put 
the tea on the table by Lapy DENISON, and go out. 
Marcery goes to the table, sits down, and begins to 
pour out. Her questions about cream and sugar, and 
Lapy Denison’s hospitable offers of tea-cake, sadly 
interrupt the thread of the GENERAL’S story, but he 

struggles on defiantly.) 


MARGERY : 
Does everyone take cream? 


Mrs. Horrocks : 


Milk for me, please. And one lump of sugar. 


VERREKER : 
Two lumps for me. 


GENERAL BONSOR: 


, Well, old Mac wasn’t at all pleased at 
that. He was awfully proud of his little one horse 
line. It was opened in ’72, I remember. Pat Ellis 
was traffic manager. Ellis had been 
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MARGERY : 
Will you give that to Mrs. Horrocks, Mr. Verre- 
ker? And this to mother? 
GENERAL BONSOR: 
Ellis had been 


Lapy DENISON: 


You’ll find some tea-cake under that cover, Mrs. 
Horrocks. 


GENERAL BONSOR : 
As I was saying 


Mrs. HORROCKS : 
Thank you. 


GENERAL BONSOR: 


As Iwas saying! . . (glares, silence falls) 
: Ellis had been on the Bengal-Nagpore line 
before he came to Goomti. He was a son of old 


General Ellis, who was killed in the first Sikh war. 
He married 


VERREKER 
(bringing cup) : 


Your tea, General. 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(irritably) : 
In a moment. In a moment. . . . He mar- 
ried Nellie Tremayne, daughter of Tremayne of the 


63rd. Tremayne had four daughters, I remem- 
ber 
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Lapy DENISON 
(loud whisper) : 


Will you cut that cake, Mr. Verreker, and see if 
anybody would like some? 


(VERREKER does so, with elaborate precautions as to 

silence. GENERAL BONSOR meantime goes on steadily 

with his story in his loud, authoritative voice, and 
enjoys himself thoroughly.) 


GENERAL BONSOR: 


Kitty, the eldest, married Molyneux, who was 
afterwards commissioner at Ranigunj. One of his 
sons was gazetted the other day to the Shropshires. 
Another went into the navy. Maud, the second 
girl, married Monty Robertson. He was a gunner. 
They lived in a little house outside Alleghur just 
where the road forks. One way leads to Balaghai, 
the other leadsto . . . tut, tut, what’s the name 
of that place the Alleghur road goes to, Verreker ? 


VERREKER 
(who is handing tea-cake) : 


I don’t know. Alleghur, I suppose. 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(annoyed) : 

No! no! Kupri!  That’s the name.  Kupri! 
There was one more daughter, but I don’t remember 
what became of her. . . . No, there were only 
three of them, I recollect. It was Ainslie who had 
four daughters. The Four Graces we used to call 
them—hbecause there were four of them. 
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Lapy DENISON 
(still whispering) : 
Some more tea, Mr. Firket? (but Mr. FIRKET 


murmurs ‘‘No’’ with infinite precaution, and puts 
down cup.) 


GENERAL BONSOR: 


. Ainslie was Superintendent of Police, and 
afterwards went to Central India. But I was going 
to tell you about that race. Well, I took the trap 


SOAMES 
(announcing) : 


Mrs. Eversleigh, Miss Triggs, Mr. Hylton. 
(SOAMES, having shown in the new arrivals in the 
order named, goes out. Mrs. EVERSLEIGH is a 
prosperous, well-dre: sed, rather hard-looking woman 
of forty-five, Miss Yriccs a lean, angular lady of 
thirty-four, with thin lips tightly compressed, clothed 
in meagre, tight-fitting black garments. HyYLTon is 
a handsome man of forty. A good face, but not in 
the least solemn or ascetic. Clothes quite human and 

unclerical.) 


Lapy DENISON 
(rising) : 

Dear Emily, how are you? (kisses her) The 
General’s story was so interesting I never heard the 
carriage. You know General Bonsor, don’t you? 
(GENERAL Bonsor and Mrs. EVERSLEIGH shake 
hands) | How do you do, Miss Triggs? How do 
you do, Mr. Hylton? (shakes hands with them) 
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MARGERY : 

How do you do, Aunt Emily? (kisses her) I 
hope you’ve not had a tiring journey, Miss Triggs? 
(shakes hands with her and Hytton, bestowing a 
smile of welcome on the latter) 


Lapy DENISON : 

I must introduce you all. Mrs. Horrocks, this is 
my sister-in-law, Mrs. Eversleigh. (bow) Miss 
Triggs, Mr. Hylton: General Bonsor, Mr. Firket, 
Mr. Verreker. (confused bowing from everybody) 


MARGERY: 


And now you'll all have some tea. You must be 
dying for it. Do you know you’re dreadfully late? 


GENERAL BONSOR: 


I was just saying before you came in, Mrs. Evers- 
leigh, the English railways are the most unpunctual 
in the world. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(frigidly) : 
Indeed? I believe our train was before its time. 
But one of the horses got a stone in its shoe or some- 


thing, and Hollings took about half an hour getting 
it out. 


Mr. FIRKET 
(triumphantly) : 
What did I tell you, Lady Denison. You’d much 


better have a motor. (Lapy Denison shakes her 
head smilingly) 
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MARGERY: 


Your tea, Aunt Emily. (takes it to her) Cream 
and sugar, Miss Triggs? 


Miss Trices 


(crisply) : 
No tea for me, thank you. I never drink tea 
unless it is quite fresh made. 
MARGERY 
(cheerfully) : 


Then I’ll order some fresh for you. Mr. Verreker, 
will you ring? 


Miss TRIGGS : 


Pray don’t trouble. I can do quite well without 
any tea. 


MARGERY : 


It’s no trouble. (VERREKER rings) Bread-and- 
butter, Aunt Emily? (Mrs. Evers.eicu takes 
some) 

Lapy DENISON : 

You look dreadfully overworked as usual, Mr. 
Hylton. You must have a complete rest while 
you’re down here. (to Miss Triccs) Mr. Hylton 
works a great deal among the poor in London. 


Miss TrRicGs: 


Indeed? (to HyLton, sweetly) Do you find that 
does any good? 


HyLTON 
(smiling) : 
I hope so. 
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Miss. Triccs: 
What kind of work do you do? 
HYLTon : 
Oh, ~reaching and writing and so on. 
Miss TrRIGGS 
(interested) : 
Preaching? Are you a clergyman? 
MARGERY : 
Mr. Hylton is the Founder of the Church of 
Humanity. 5 
Miss Triccs 
(disappointed) : 


Oh. Not a veal clergyman. 
(There is a general gasp from everyone at this 
remark, except from Miss Triccs herself, who seems 
quite unconscious of having said anything outrage- 
ous. Luckily; before she can commit herself further, 
Soames enters. He carries a tea-pot ona salver.) 


MARGERY : 
Some fresh tea, Soames. 


SOAMES : 
Yes, miss. (puts new tea-pot in place of old one, 
which he takes away. He goes out) 
MarGERY 
(hospitably) : 
Now you can have your tea, Miss Triggs. (gives 
cup to her and takes Mrs. EVERSLEIGH’S) 


~“ 
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Mrs. HORROCKS : 
Where is the Church of Humanity, Mr. Hylton? 
I don’t think I’ve ever been in it. 
HyLTon 
(quite simply) : 
The Church of Humanity is everywhere. 
Mrs. HORROCKS : 
But the Church, the building ? 


HyLtTon : 
We have no building so far. I preach in halls and 
different places about London, which we hire. 
Miss TRIGGs : 
I don’t call that being everywhere. I call that 
being nowhere. 
HyLTON 
(quite good-tempered) : 
In one sense, of course. 


MARGERY 
(more to cover up Miss Triccs’s second lapse than 
from a desire to feed Mrs. EVERSLEIGH) : 
Give that to Aunt Emily, Mr. Verreker. 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(to VERREKER, who brings her back her cup) : 
Are you one of the Norfolk Verrekers? I met 
Sir Montague in London two seasons ago. 
VERREKER ;} 
He’s my uncle. 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


I remember he was very full of some experiments 
he was making . . . with turnips. To combat 
agricultural depression, I think. 


VERREKER : 


I daresay. Uncle Montague’s always muddling 
round with that kind of thing. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
It doesn’t interest you apparently. 
VERREKER : 
Not in the least. But it amuses him. 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


Is he working at it still? 


VERREKER 
(carelessly) : 
Probably. . I’ve not seen him for the last four 
years. 
MARGERY 


(noticing the red glow of the setting sun which now 
fills the room, and turning to look through the 
window) : 

What a lovely sunset! Come, all of you. (going 
on to terrace) We must go out and see it. Mrs. 
Horrocks, General, Aunt Emily. Come. 


Lapy DENISON : 


Margery! Emily hasn’t finished her tea yet. Nor 
has Miss Triggs. 
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Miss TRIGGS 
(rising) : 
Thank you. I have quite done. 
MARGERY 
(who is standing just outside the French window) : 


Come to the end of the terrace. You can’t see it 
properly from here... Be quick, ‘or it’ll be gone. 
Come along. 


(All the visitors troop off after MARGERY except MRS. 
EVERSLEIGH. They are seen to pass the window on 
the left before they disappear. Lapy DENISON 
vemains to entertain her sister.) 
Lapy DENISON : 
How did you leave Edward, Emily? 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


Very well, I think. He’s had a lot of work to do 
fately, and that always seems to suit him. How 
have you been? 


Lapy DENISON : 
Quite well, thanks. 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


Who are all these dreadful people you’ve got down 
here? 


Lapy DENISON 
(protesting) : 
Not dreadful, Emily. 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


Aren’t they? I can hardly imagine a more dread- 
ful visitor than General Bonsor. He’s the greatest 
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bore in London. | Edward says he’s nearly emptied 
three of the Service Clubs. . I thought people had 
given up inviting him. 
Lapy DENISON 
(placidly) : 
That’s why we asked him. 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(puzzled) : 
I beg your pardon? 
Lapy DENISON : 

That’s why we asked him. You see, he’s getting 
an old man, and it seemed so unkind that nobody 
would have him to their houses. Of course, his 
stories are rather long. But I suppose he can’t 


make them any shorter. So Margery thought if we 
asked him down for ten days he might enjoy it. 


_ Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 
{ think it very unlikely we shall enjoy it. (rises 
and puts down cup) 
Lapy DENISON : 
Would you mind ringing while you’re up, Emily? 


Then Soames can take away. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(does so): 
Who’s that Miss Triggs? 
; Lapy DENISON : 
She’s a governess. She teaches German. 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Is she going to teach you? 
Lapy DENISO2 
(emphatically) : 
Oh, no, Emily. Margery did suggest it. But I 
refused. Miss Triggs is only here as a visitor. 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
I see. (returns to her seat) 


Lapy DENISON: 


Margery met her at the Hammonds’. She taught 
Cecily for a few weeks—till they could get someone 
else. She’s very poor, I’m afraid, and doesn’t get 
many pupils. So Margery thought it would be kind 
to ask her to stay. (enter Soames) You can take 
away, Soames. And turn on the lights. 


SOAMES : 


Yes, my lady. (Soames turns on the electric lights 
and removes the tea things. LaDy DENISON resumes 
her interrupted crochet) 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 

Are all your visitors invited on this penitential 
system ? 

Lapy DENISON : 

Except you, Emily. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


Except me, of course. That Mr. Firker, for in- 
stance? 
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Lapy DENISON 
(correcting her) : 

Firket. | He’s something in the City. I’m not 
sure what. But nothing very prosperous, I’m 
atraid. He used to be a stockbroker, but he failed 
And now he sells things on commission. _ I believe 
that’s what it’s called. He’s always wanting to sell 
me a new billiard table or a bicycle or a sewing 
machine. To-day it was a motor car. I shall have 
to buy something from him before he leaves, I know. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Where do you pick up these extraordinary people? 


Lapy DENISON 
(quite simply) : 

Margery found Mr, Firket. On the Underground 
Railway. 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 

Where ? 

Lapy DENISON : 

At South Kensington, I think. But it may have 
been Sloane Square. It was in a first-class carriage, 
and Mr. Firket only had a third-class ticket. An 
inspector came round and wanted to take him up. 
So Margery paid his fare, and then, of course, they 
became friends. 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


Naturally ! 
Lapy DENISON: 


He’s been with us nearly a week. He goes on 
Monday. . 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
I’m glad to hear it. 


Lapy DENISON : 


Mrs. Horrocks we met in a hotel at Mentone. The 
other people at the hotel would hardly speak to her. 
They were quite rude about it. Which seemed very 
unkind, as she is only dull and rather vulgar. © And 
she can’t help.that, can she? So Margery said we 
must be nice to her. And later on, when we were 
arranging whom to have down, we thought she 
should be asked. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


Surely this is rather a new departure of yours, 
Muriel? You were always perfectly ridiculous about 
what you call being kind to people. But it never 
used to be as bad as this. 


Lapy DENISON : 

It’s Mr. Hylton’s idea. _ He calls it beginning 
one’s charity at home. He wants everyone to do it. 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 

How curious. He looks sane enough. 


Lapy DENISON: 
Of course he’s sane, Emily. Mr. Hylton is a 
very clever man. He writes books. 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


But why does Mr. Hylton think you should fill 
your house with wild beasts in this way? Is it for 
the good of their souls or of yours? noi 
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Lapy DENISON 
(quite impervious to her. sister’s sarcasm) : 
Both, I think. It was in a sermon he preached— 


on the true hospitality and the false. It was a 
beautiful sermon. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 
Which is this ? 


Lapy Denison : 
The true, of course. False, hospitality is inviting 


people because you like them. . True hospitality is 
inviting them because they’d like to be asked. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Ah! . . . I wish you’d thought of mention- 


ing in your letter that you were practising true hos- 
pitality just now.... Then I wouldn’t have ‘come. 


Lapy DENISON : 

Now you’re being worldly, Emily. And when 
people are worldly it always makes me drop my 
stitches. (does so) 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH :' 

Why was Mr. Verreker asked, by the way? I 
suppose there’s something shady about him as he’s 
here? 

Lapy DENISON : 

I don’t think so. Margery met him at a dance at 
the Fitz) Allen’s.. His parents are both dead and 
he’s quarrelled with his uncle, and altogether seems 
rather alone in the world. So Margery thought he 
was quite a person to be asked. 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Why did he quarrel with his uncle? 


Lapy DENISON : 
About his leaving the army, I think. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 
“why did he leave the army? 


Lapy DENISON: 


I don’t know, Emily, I never asked. (Mrs. 
EVERSLEIGH shrugs her shoulders impatiently) 
That’s all we’ve got at present. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


And quite enough, too. I hope they’re all pro- 
perly grateful ? 


Lapy DENISON 
(astonished that her sister should not have grasped 
this) : 

They don’t know. Of course, we shouldn’t dream 
of telling them. It would spoil all their pleasure. 
They think they’re asked here because we like them. 
If they didn’t they wouldn’t enjoy it half so much. 
People do so love to feel they’re wanted. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


It must be an unusual sensation with the General ! 
(the sneer passes unregarded by Lapy DENISON, who 
has dropped another stitch) How long has Mr. 
Hylton been preaching in this absurd way ? 
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Lapy DENISON: 


He has been working among the poor for years, I 
believe. But it was only this season that people one 
knew began to go to him. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 
Does he make converts? 


, Lapy DENISON: 


I suppose so. His services were crowded. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Indeed? I must remember to take Edward when 
we are next in London. Edward always enjoys a 
new religion. 


Lapy DENISON: 


Won’t you talk to Mr. Hylton while he’s down 
here? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


I shall make a point of doing so. London is 
changing very much, Muriel. Twenty years ago 
everyone in society went to Church—or, at least, 
pretended to do so. Nowadays people seem to go 
anywhere ! 

(Marcery returns from her sunset, followed by Mrs. 
Horrocks and Miss Triccs. The glow has faded 
from the sky, and twilight is falling.) 


MaRGERY: 


It’s been such a lovely sunset, Aunt Emily. You 
were lazy not to come out. 


44 THE CHARITY ‘THAT’ BEGAN AT HOME. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Your mother and I have been talking. 


MARGERY : 


Can Mrs. Horrocks write a letter in your room, 
mother? The General’s in the library with Mr. 
Firket, and that’s rather disturbing. 


Lapy DENISON: 


Certainly. Will you turn on the lights, Margery? 
You’ll find note-paper and things on my table, Mrs. 
Horrocks. 

Mrs. Horrocks 
(graciously) : 

Thank you so much, Lady Denison. 

(Marcery turns on the switch by the door of Lapy 

DENISON’sS room on the left. Mrs. HoRRocKsS goes 

off. Marcery closes the door after her, and turns 
to Miss Triccs.) 


MarGERY : 


Now I can show you your room, Miss Triggs, if 
you will come upstairs. 


Lapy DENISON: 


I’m afraid we have had to give you a very small 
room, Miss Triggs. But the house is so full just 
now. 

Miss TriGGS 
(sweetly) : 


Pray don’t apologise, Lady Denison. Of course, 
I know persons who are compelled to support them- 
selves by teaching cannot expect to be treated with 
ceremony! Anything will do for me. 
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- Lapy DENISON: 
I assure you 


Miss TricGs: 
Not at all. I quite understand. 


Lapy DENISON: 
But really, Miss Triggs 


Miss Triccs 


(firmly) : 
Please do not trouble to say any more. It is 
quite unnecessary. Shall we go, Miss Denison? 


(stalks out, followed by MARGERY) 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
What an intolerable woman! 


Lapy DENISON: 
I do think she might have let me explain. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Explain! I should have packed her out of the 
house if I’d been in your place. 
Lapy DENISON : 
I don’t think Mr. Hylton would approve of that. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 

Then Mr. Hylton should do his own entertaining. 
Why doesn’t he have Miss Triggs to stay with him? 
Lapy DENISON : 

Emily! Mr. Hylton is a bachelor. 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


I suppose so. People with absurd theories about 
life usually are bachelors. But I don’t think Miss 
Triggs would have come to any harm. She’s ex- 
cessively plain. 


Lapy DENISON 
(shocked) : 


Really, Emily, what dreadful things you say. I 
don’t think living in Vienna can be at all good for 
you. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(ignoring this rebuke) : 

What I can’t understand is why, if you must be 
kind to people—which seems to me quite unneces- 
sary—you shouldn’t choose agreeable people instead 
of disagreeable ones. 


Lapy DENISON 
(worried) : 

I’m afraid I can’t make it any clearer. But Mr. 
Hylton will tell you. (HyLtTon is seen to pass the 
window on the left) Here he is. (He enters by the 
other window) Mr. Hylton, will you kindly explain 
to Mrs. Eversleigh why I have to be kind to dis- 
agreeable people? I never can remember, and Mar- 
gery isn’t here. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 


(with dangerous sweetness) : 


My sister-in-law has been telling me about your 
peculiar doctrines, Mr. Hylton. 
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HyLTon 
(quite sincere and matter-of-fact) : 
You see, Mrs. Eversleigh, agreeable people don’t 
need friends to be kind to them. They have plenty 
already. Disagreeable people have not. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(briskly) : 
If people are disagreeable they don’t deserve 
kindness. 


HyLTon 
(smiling) : 

It’s not what people deserve but what they want 
that matters, don’t you think? In fact, often the 
less people deserve the more we ought to help them. 
They need it more. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
I’m afraid that’s hardly a view you can expect me 
to take seriously, Mr. Hylton. It’s very modern 
and original, but it’s not serious. 


HYLTON 
(gently) : 
I should hardly have called it modern. Usen’t we 
to be taught that it was our duty to love our 
enemies ? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


Yes. But only on Sundays. And no one ever 
dreamed of doing it. So, of course, that didn’t mat- 
ter. You want Lady Denison to do it. 
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HyLTON 
(more gravely): 


I certainly think the world would be a happier 
place and a better place if people helped each other 
because they needed help irrespective of whether 
they deserved it or not. 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 

That is certainly a convenient doctrine for your 
friend Miss Triggs. 

HYLTON 
(smiling again) : 

What has my friend Miss Triggs been about? I 

never met her till this afternoon, by the way. 


Mrs.. EVERSLEIGH : 
Still, it’s on your principles that she was invited. 
And her manners are insufferable. 
Hy.Lton : 


A little brusque perhaps: But I dare say it’s only 
shyness. She has never been here before, has she, 
Lady Denison? 


Lapy DENISON : 
No. 
HYLTON : 
And lots of people are shy in a_ strange house, 
aren’t they? 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 


Her shyness certainly takes a singularly unpleas- 
ant form. 
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HyLtTon 
(cheerfully) : 


Well, we must just set to work to be kind to her 
and make her enjoy her visit, and in a week or two 
she’ll be a different woman. It’s wonderful how a 
little kindness and goodwill softens people. Will 
you try? 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(laughing) : 

No, no, Mr. Hylton, I’m not going to join the 

Church of Humanity, not even to change Miss 


Triggs. Though I’m sure any change would be for 
the better. 


HyLTon 
(quite good-tempered) : 
We shall convert you yet, you’ll see. 
(MarceEry returns from looking after Miss Triccs.) 
Lapy DENISON: 
Is Miss Triggs better satisfied with her room now, 
Margery ? 
MARGERY : 
Yes, I think so. . . . I’ve put her into mine. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


What ! 
MARGERY : 


That’s why I’ve been so long. I had to empty 
some of the drawers for her and move the bed. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Really, Margery! 
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MARGERY 
(puzzled) : 


What is it, Aunt Emily? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 

To turn out of your own bedroom merely to please 
an ill-tempered German governess! I never heard 
of such a thing. 

MARGERY 
(who apparently has not considered the subject till 
now) : 

Poor Miss Triggs.. I suppose she has rather a 
curious temper. But I dare say she can’t help it. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


Nonsense!  She’s a thoroughly ill-conditioned 
person. 
MARGERY 
(mildly) : 


Well, Aunt Emily, there’s no use being angry 
with her about it, is there? We must just be nice 
to her and try and make her stay pleasant, and then 
I dare say she’ll be better. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(sarcastically) : 


So Mr. Hylton was good enough to suggest. 


MARGERY 
(throwing a bright smile to Hytton) : 
Then it’s sure to be right. Mr. Hylton always 
knows how to manage people. 
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HyYLTon 
(rising) : 

After that handsome compliment I think I’d better 
go upstairs. I have a letter or two to write before 
post—if it’s not gone, Lady Denison? 

Lapy DENISON : 

No. The box isn’t cleared till a quarter past 
seven. Where have you put Mr. Hylton, Margery? 
MARGERY : 

In the Blue Room, mother. If you’ll come, Mr. 
Hylton, I'll show you where it is. 

HYLTON : 


Thank you. 
(MarGERY goes out to show HyLtTon his room. Mrs. 
EVERSLEIGH looks after them thoughtfully for a 
moment. Then she turns to her sister and speaks.) 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(meaningly) : 
Margery seems to have a great admiration for 
your Mr. Hylton, Muriel. 
Lapy DENISON 
(quite unconscious of what her sister is thinking of) : 
Yes. She thinks a great deal of him. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Un. .-. . Is he staying here long? 
Lapy DENISON : 
For a fortnight, I hope. 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Is that wise? 


Lapy DENISON: 
What do you mean, Emily? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


It would be so tiresome if there were to be any 
foolish entanglement between him and Margery. 
Girls are so romantic about clergymen. And Mr. 
Hylton is a sort of clergyman, isn’t he? Couldn’t 
you send Margery away somewhere while he’s here? 


Lapy DENISON 
(still not seeing the point) : 


But I don’t want to send Margery away. How 
- am I to entertain Miss Triggs and Mrs. Horrocks 
without Margery? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


Nonsense, Muriel. Do please understand that 
Margery’s future is of more importance than enter- 
taining Miss Triggs. If Mr. Hylton were in orders 
it would be different. Edward might get someone 
to give him a living—though livings aren’t what 
they were, of course. He might even become a 
bishop in time. Or at least a dean. But as he’s 
only some kind of dissenter there’s no use thinking 
of that. And if he were to propose to Margery 
while he was down here it might give us a great deal 
of trouble. 

Lapy DENISON 
(surprised) : 

But is Mr. Hylton going to propose to Margery ? 

I’ve heard nothing about it. 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
And won’t—till it’s too late. That kind of man 
has no proper feeling about these things. And, of 
course, he hasn’t a sixpence. 


Lapy DENISON : 

Hasn’t he, Emily? I thought he was quite well 
off. 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 

What! 

Lapy DENISON 
(placidly) : 

I thought he had quite a large income. Only he 
gives it all away. At least, that was what Lady 
Wrexham told me. His place is close to theirs in 
Shropshire. But it’s let just now. 


Mrs. EvVERSLEIGH 
(on whom a light seems to dawn) : 
My dear Muriel, why on earth didn’t you say so 
before? 
Lapy DENISON : 
I didn’t think you wanted to know about Mr. 
Hylton’s income. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(refusing to believe that her sister’s obtuseness 
is anything but assumed) : 

Not want to know? Of course I want to know. 
It makes all the difference. If Mr. Hylton is a rich 
man and has a place in Shropshire it explains every- 
thing. 
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Lapy DENISON 
(puzzled) : 
Explains what? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(impatiently) : 
Your asking him here. And turning your house 


into a bear garden because he tells you to. Of 
course, it flatters him. And it does no harm—for 
once. It’s not as if you need know these people 
afterwards. 


Lapy DENISON 
(shocked) : 

Emily ! 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(ignoring this interruption) : 

I wonder what his income really is? I must find 
out from Lady Wrexham. It’ll be a great thing to 
have Margery properly settled. I was always afraid 
you might have some difficulty in finding a really 
suitable husband for her. She’s so very good. And 
men don’t like that. It frightens them. Yes, dear, 
you’ve done quite right, and I think you’ve been 
very clever about it. I didn’t know you had it in 
you! (Lapy DENISON gazes at her sister in hopeless 
bewilderment—and the curtain falls) 


ACT I, 


ScENE :—Lapy DeEnrson’s drawing-room, as in the 
previous act. Time, about half-past eleven in the 
morning. A week has elapsed since the events of 
the last act. All Lavy DENISoN’s visitors are still 
with her save Mr. Firxet, who has returned to 
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his obscure occupation in the City. When the 
curtain rises, LADY DENISON is discovered im- 
mersed in a German grammar, from which she is 
endeavouring to master the intricacies of the first 
declension. 


Lapy DENISON: 


Der Bruder, Des Bruders, Dem Bruder, Den 
Bruder, O Bruder. (looking up from book) Der 
Bruder, Des Bruder, Den Bruder, .... .; No, 
that’s wrong. (consults book again) Der Bruder, 
Des Bruders, Dem Bruder, Den Bruder, O Bruder! 
What a language! 

(Lapy Denison reads through the declension once 
more, with still greater emphasis on the ‘‘ O,’’ which 
she seems to find a relief for her feelings. She 
then puts down her book on her lap, and is about 
to try if she can repeat it correctly from memory, 
when she is interrupted by the entrance of her sister 
from the hall, carrying a half-finished letter. Mrs. 
EVERSLEIGH is not in the best of tempers.) 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Here you are, Muriel. I was just going to your 
room to find you. 
Lapy DENISON : 


Miss Triggs is in there writing letters. | (mur- 
murs softly) Der Bruder, Des Bruders, Dem 
Bruder 


Mrs. EvERSLEIGH : 


Can you find a corner for me, too? When Gen- 
eral Bonsor and Mrs. Horrocks are in the library 
together I feel like Daniel in the den of lions. It’s 
impossible to write letters under those conditions. 
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Lapy DENISON 
(plaintively) : 
How tiresome! I hoped they would get on better 
after that scene in the drawing-room last night. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 

I’m sure I don’t know why. If you ask impos- 
sible people to stay they may be civil to you, but 
they’re perfectly certain to quarrel with each other. 
Mr. Hylton doesn’t seem to have thought of that. 
(seats herself at writing table) 


Lapy DENISON : 


What are they quarrelling about now? Was it 
about the Peerage again? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 

Yes. Mrs. Horrocks—who really is the most vul- 
gar person I have ever met—was explaining to Mr. 
Verreker that she could always tell whether a per- 
son was well-born or not the moment she set eyes 
on him. Good blood always told. Of course, this 
was meant for the General, whose father was a 
tailor in Regent Street, as everybody knows. The 
General took up the challenge at once, and growled 
out that good birth was all rubbish, and good blood 
came from eating good butcher’s meat, not from 
being fifth cousin to a Baronet. The reference was 
to Sir James Horrocks, who is Mrs. Horrocks’s 
second cousin twice removed, as she’s never tired 
of telling us. At that Mrs. Horrocks flushed crim- 
son, and said the General was no gentleman—and 
then I came away. 


Lapy DENISON : 
Didn’t Mr. Verreker manage to soothe them? 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


He didn’t try. He seemed rather to enjoy the 
carnage. 
Lapy DENISON 
(much depressed) : 


I wonder if I ought to go? = It’ll interrupt my 
German dreadfully. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 
Your German? 


Lapy DENISON: 


Yes. ve had to learn German after all—to 
please Miss Triggs. She was getting restless at 
having nothing to do, and yesterday she said she 
really must be thinking of getting back to her work. 
Which was absurd, of course, as no one wants to 
learn German in September. However, Margery 
said we ought to find her a pupil, just to keep her 
amused. So she’s to teach me. (sighs) 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Why doesn’t Margery learn? 


Lapy DENISON 


(peevishly) : 
Margery knows German already. Girls seem to 
know everything nowadays. (murmurs) Der 


Bruder, Des Bruders, Dem Bruder 
(But Lapy Denison seems fated never to get beyond 
the dative case of her declension this morning, for 
at this moment Mrs. Horrocks bursts into the 
room. She is purple in the face with indignation.) 
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Mrs. HORROCKS: 


Lady Denison! I really must ask you to request 
General Bonsor to moderate his language. I have 
never been treated with such disrespect in any house 
before. 


Lapy DENISON 
(meekly) : 


I’m so sorry, Mrs. Horrocks. What has the 
General been saying? 


Mrs. HORROCKS: 

I couldn’t possibly repeat it. But he has en- 
tirely forgotten the courtesy that is due to a lady, 
as I told him! 

Lapy DENISON 
(deprecating) : 


Was that wise? I should have thought it would 
only make the General worse. 


Mrs. Horrocks: 


It did! He became so violent that I felt obliged 
to leave the room at once. General Bonsor ought 
to understand that this is not a barrack yard. 


Lapy DENISON 
(trying to soothe her): 


You must make allowances, Mrs. Horrocks. The 
General’s temper is violent at times, but I don’t 
think he can help it. 

Mrs. Horrocks: 

He ought to help it. 


4 
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Lapy DENISON: 


Still, he’s an old man. And he’s been in India. 
And when people have done that we must make al- 
lowances for them—on account of the climate. I 
hear it’s so trying. (insinuatingly) And we all 
have failings of some kind, haven’t we? 


Mrs. Horrocks 
(stiffly) : 
I am not aware that I have failings. 


Lapy DENISON 


(accepting the correction with a meekness at which 
Mrs. EvErSLeEIGH’S blood boils) : 


Well. All the rest of us. Perhaps if you went 
back to him now you would find him a little cooler? 


Mrs. Horrocks: 


I shall certainly not do anything so rash. If I go 
out on to the terrace do you think I shall be safe 
from his intrusion? 


Lapy DENISON 
(delighted to get rid of her on any terms): 


Perhaps that would be best. You’ll find chairs 
out there. (Mrs. Horrocks stalks out on to the 
terrace. Lapy DENISON turns to her sister, who 
has been endeavouring to go on with her letter) I 
wonder how the General is now. Do you think I 
ought to send Margery to him? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(looking up sharply) : 
Certainly not. Leave him to Mr. Verreker. 
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Lapy DENISON 
(doubtfully) : 


Mr. Verreker isn’t always very successful with 
the General. He never seems to take him seriously. 
And. the General hates that. But Margery can al- 
ways manage him. (rising) Do you know where 
she is? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(irritably) : 
With Mr. Hylton, let’s hope. Do leave her in 
peace. 


Laby DENISON 
(sitting down again resignedly) : 

Very, well,... Emily. —<, 2. .».Der)j Braderja Des 
Bruders, Dem Bruder, Den Bruder, O (Mar- 
GERY and VERREKER enter from garden) Margery, 
will you please go to the library and see after the 
General?  He’s been quarrelling with Mrs. Hor- 
rocks. 


VERREKER : 
The General’s not in the library now. We passed 
him a moment ago crossing the lawn. 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(severely) : 
I thought you were with Mr. Hylton, Margery? 


MARGERY 


(quite unconscious of the heinousness of this con- 
duct) : 
Mr. Hylton’s correcting proofs. I’ve been to the 
kitchen garden—with Mr. Verreker—to order the 
vegetables for luncheon. 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
- (tartly): 
I hardly think Mr. Verreker can have been of 
much assistance. 


VERREKER 
(blandly) : 


On the contrary, I was invaluable. I prevented 
Miss Denison from ordering peas and substituted 
beans. It’s too late for peas. __ Besides, I prefer 
beans. And I insisted on peaches. The gardener 
hesitated, but I was firm. 


Lapy DENISON 
(persuasively) : 

Would you mind being quite quiet all of you for 
the next ten minutes? Or I shall never know this 
declension in time for Miss Triggs. You might go 
back to the library, Emily, as the General has gone? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(rising) : 

Well, perhaps I shall be less disturbed there. 
(takes up unfinished letter) And you'd better go to 
the school-room and practise, Margery. You'll for- 
get your music altogether if you aren’t careful. 


MARGERY : 
Very well, Aunt Emily. 
(Mrs. EversLeicH returns to the library. Lavy 
DENISON returns to her German grammar. Mar- 


GERY and VERREKER converse in confidential under- 

tones. The effort is well meant, but if they talked 

at the top of their voices it could hardly interfere 
with her progress more.) 
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Lapy DENISON 
(murmurs) : 


Die Schwester, Der Schwester, Der Schwester, 
Die Schwester, O Schwester. (aloud) You won’t 
mind my going on with my German, will you, Mr. 
Verreker? I really must get it done. 


VVERREKER 
(heartily) : 


Not a bit. I like seeing other people work. 
MARGERY 
(laughing) : 
Then you can stay and watch mother while I go 
and practise. 
VERREKER : 
I’ll come and watch you. 


MARGERY 
(shaking her head) : 


Oh, no. I never allow anyone to be with me when 
I practise. On account of the wrong notes. 


VERREKER : 


Well, don’t practise then. Stay down here and 
talk. 


MARGERY : 
And waste half the morning! Certainly not! 


VERREKER ? 


You needn’t. You can work—at my handerchief- 
case. You’re taking an awful time over it. 
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MARGERY : 
What a shame! Why, I only began it two days 
ago, and it’s half finished. 
VERREKER : 
Is it? Let me see. 


MARGERY 
(takes it out of basket): 


Look! 
VERREKER : 


I say, it is getting on. 
MARGERY 
(looks at it contentedly) : 
Yes. There are:thezinitials. HH. V. Aren't 
they nice and sprawly? 
VERREKER : 


I say, it’s really awfully nice of you to work it 
for me, Miss Denison. 
MARGERY 
(threading a needle) : 


But I like working things for people. 
VERREKER : 
Not for everybody, though? 


MARGERY: 


Oh, yes, if they want them. I’m making a whole 
lot of things for the Willises’ bazaar at Christmas. 


VERREKER 
(disgusted) : 
I hope you don’t class me with a beastly bazaar ? 
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MARGERY: 


It'll be a very nice bazaar. It’s to pay off the 
debt on the Parish-room. 


(There is silence for a minute or two. MARGERY 
works away steadily at the handkerchief-case. 
VERREKER looks at her wonderingly.) 
VERREKER 
(genuinely curious) : 

Miss Denison, don’t you ever do anything to 
please yourself? 
MARGERY : 
Of course I do. Lots of things. 


VERREKER : 
Do you? I wish I could catch you at it. 
MARGERY 
(puszled) : 
What do you mean? 
VERREKER : 


Why, you seem to me to spend your whole time 
looking after other people. All the morning you 
run round doing things for your mother. 


MARGERY : 
I’m not ‘‘ running round’’ now, am I? 
VERREKER : 


No. Because you’re making me a handkerchief- 
case. In the afternoon, if I ask you to come for a 
walk, you insist on taking Miss Triggs or that ridi- 
culous old General, because it ‘‘ wouldn’t be kind 
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not to ask them.’’ I think that’s the phrase? In 
the evening you play bezique to amuse Mrs. Hor- 
rocks. Don’t you occasionally do something to 
amuse yourself? 
MARGERY 
(quite simply) : 
I don’t know. I’ve never thought about it. 


VERREKER ! 

That’s just it! You’ve never thought about it! 
Well, I think it’s not right. Nobody ought to be as 
unselfish as all that. It shows up the rest of us too 
much. 

MARGERY 
(laughing) : 
How absurd you are. 


VERREKER : 

I’m not absurd. Quite the contrary. (leaning 
back lazily in his chair as he makes this profession 
of faith) I like everyone to give his mind to getting 
a good time for himself in this wicked world. Then 
I know where I am. Of course, I don’t mind his 
doing someone else a good turn now and then. But 
he oughtn’t to over-do it. You over-do it. 


Miss Trices 


(opening the door on the right and poking her head 
out of Lapy DENISON’s room archly) : 


I’m ready for you now, Lady Denison. 


Lapy DENISON : 
Very well. (rising dismally) I shall be in my 
room with Miss Triggs, Margery, if anyone wants 
me. 


66 THE CHARITY THAT BEGAN AT HOME. 


MarGERY : 
All right, mother. 


Lapy DENISON : 


Der apfel, Des apfels, Dem apfel, Den apfel, O 
apfel. (repeats this to herself in a last desperate 
effort to imprint it on her memory as she disappears 
through the door on the right to join Miss TRIGGs. 
There is a pause. Marcery has been thinking over 
VERREKER’S last remark gravely. She now takes 
him to task with charming seriousness) 


MARGERY : 


Mr. Verreker, why will you always pretend to be 
selfish and cynical? I’m sure you’re not really. 


VERREKER : 

I don’t know about cynical, but I’m unquestion- 
ably selfish. I have no illusions whatever about 
that. 

MARGERY : 


Then why don’t you try to improve? 


VERREKER : 
I don’t want to improve. I’m quite contented to 
be as I am. 
MARGERY 
(rather shocked) : 
Nobody can be that! We all have ideals of some 
kind. 


VERREKER 
(briskly) : 
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Only for other people. And they’re usually great 
nonsense. If people would only give up bothering 
about ideals and face facts, what a much happier 
world this would be for all of us. 


MARGERY 
(earnestly) : 


But that would be dreadful! Think what the 
world would lose! Think of all the saints and the 
martyrs who laid down their lives for ideals! 


VERREKER 
(equally in earnest): 
And think what a lot of harm they did! 


MARGERY 
(horrified) : 

Mr. Verreker, you can’t mean that! You must 
feel sometimes how splendid it would be to do some- 
thing heroic, to lay down your life for a great cause, 
to make the world better. 


VERREKER 
(laughing) : 
I don’t want to make the world better. I think 
the world’s all right as it is. 


MARGERY 
(astonished) : 

But you can’t always feel like that? There must 
be times when you feel that the world is full of suf- 
fering and injustice. That it’s not all right, but all 
wrong. 
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VERREKER 
(refusing to be impressed) : 
Oh, yes. When I’m not well, you mean? 


MARGERY 
(hurt) : 
No, I don’t. Seriously. 


VERREKER 
(thinks for a moment) : 

Well, sometimes, perhaps—when I’m with you, 
for instance—I have a dim feeling that if we all put 
our backs into it we might improve things. But I 
struggle against it. 


MARGERY 
(wondering) : 


Why struggle against it—if you think it would 
make things better? 


VERREKER:! 


Because people who try to improve the world have 
rather an uncomfortable time, Miss Denison. And 
I’ve a great dislike of being uncomfortable. 


MARGERY : 
Mr. Verreker ! 


VERREKER : 


Now you’re shocked. But that’s inevitable, I sup- 
pose. If one only knows enough about people one 
always does disapprove of them. 


(At this point the conversation is interrupted by the 
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entrance of Hytton. | Marcery welcomes him with 
a smile. WVERREKER, I am afraid, does not.) 


MARGERY : 
Have you finished your proofs, Mr. Hylton? 


HyLTon : 
For this morning. 


MARGERY : 

Then will you come here and bring Mr. Verreker 
to a better frame of mind? His opinions are simply 
dreadful—if they are his opinions. You must con- 
vert him. 

VERREKER 
(rising): 

No. If I’m to be converted—which I sincerely 
hope will not happen—I stipulate that it shall be by 
Miss Denison unaided. | Two to one isn’t fair. I 
shall go—unless Hylton does. (takes out cigarette 
case) ; 

MARGERY : 


You’re running away! 


VERREKER : 


Yes—to smoke. 
(VERREKER strolls out on to the terrace and then out 
into the garden. There is silence for a moment or 
two. Then Marcery speaks thoughtfully, putting 
down her work and gazing straight before her.) 


MARGERY : 
What a curious man Mr. Verreker is. 


79 THE CHARITY THAT BEGAN AT HOME. 


HYLTon : 
Is he? 
MARGERY: 


Yes. He looks at things so strangely. I’ve 
never met anyone like him before. 


HYLTON : 
In what way? 


MARGERY : 

In what he thinks about life—if he does think it. 
He says he’s selfish and isn’t at all ashamed of it. 
He says ideals do more harm than good. And that 
he thinks the world would get along much better if 
only people would leave it alone and not keep trying 
to improve it. Have you ever met anyone who 
thought like that? 


HYLTON 
(lightly) : 
Oh, yes. It’s a phase many men pass through. 


MARGERY 
(eagerly) : 
But they do pass through it. They don’t stay 
like that, I mean, do they ? 


HYLTON : 


It depends. Some men seem as if they were born 
blind—like kittens. Soul-blind, I mean. They have 
no perception at all of the spiritual side of things. 
Then one day something opens the eyes of their soul, 
and for the first time they see. 
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MARGERY : 
What kind of thing? 


HYLTon : 


Who can say? There are many ways in which a 
man’s soul may be awakened. A word may do it 
sometimes—a line in a poem, a sentence in a book. 
Or perhaps, someone comes into his life, someone 
who is kind to him or loves him, and then the eyes 
of his soul are opened. 


MARGERY 
(enthusiastic) : 
How wonderful ! 
HyLTon 
(gravely) : 
Yes. But terrible, too. For perhaps no one 


comes, or the person who might have helped them is 
careless or indifferent, and then they may remain 
blind always. 


MARGERY 
(earnestly) : 
But Mr. Verreker—and people like him—only 
need someone to come and open their eyes? 
HYLTON : 


Yes. Verreker’s quite a good fellow, I expect, 
underneath. He’ll turn out all right if only he falls 
into good hands. 


MARGERY : 
But if he falls into bad hands? 
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HyLToNn 
(sadly) : 
Then he may never make anything of his life. But 
it won’t be because there was no good in him. Only 
because no one came to bring it out. 


MARGERY 
(thoughtfully) : 
I see. 


HyLToNn 
(the optimist in him coming to the surface again) : 


It’s astonishing what a lot of good there is in every 
man if only you look deep enough for it. Men seem 
selfish and heartless and indifferent on the surface 
and all the while there’s a soul in every one of them! 
I could give you hundreds of instances from my work 
among the very poor, cases of people who seemed 
hopelessly brutish and degraded doing kind things 
and generous things that would seem incredible if 
they were not true. 


MARGERY 
(kindling at his enthusiasm) : 


How splendid! But that was you, Mr. Hylton. 
You’ve such a wonderful influence with people. 
You must make Mr. Verreker see. 


HyYLTon 
(smiling) : 
He didn’t seem very anxious to listen to me, Miss 
Denison. You must try what you can do. 
(Enter Anson. She looks pale, and her eyes are 
suspiciously red. She draws back nervously on see- 
ing who is in the room.) 
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ANSON 
(hesitating) : 

I beg pardon, miss. I thought I might find her 

ladyship here. 
MARGERY 
(looking up, surprised) : 

Mother is in her room, Anson. But I think she’s 

busy just now. Can I do anything? 


ANSON : 
No, thank you, miss. I wanted to speak to her 
ladyship. (going) 
MARGERY : 
You can see if she’s engaged if you like. 


ANSON : 


Thank you, miss. (crosses rapidly to the door of 
Lapy Denison’s. room and opens it) Can I speak to 
you, my lady? 


Lapy DENISON 
(off) : 
Yes. Come in Anson. What is it? 


(Anson disappears into Lapy DeEnISON’s room, clos- 
ing the door after her.) 


MARGERY 
(turning to Hyiron with a smile): 
Poor mother. I expect. she was delighted to be 
interrupted. I know I always was when I was 
learning German. 
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HYLTON : 

Is that your mother’s maid? She looks as if she 
were in trouble of some kind. Is anything the 
matter ? 

MARGERY : 


I don’t know. She’s not looked herself for some 
time. I asked her about it a week ago. I wanted 
her to-see the doctor. But she wouldn’t. 


HYLTON : 
Has she been with you long? 


MARGERY : 


Four years. I daresay it’s nothing serious. Ser- 
vants are so silly about what they eat. And then 
they wonder why they aren’t well. Or she may have 
had some quarrel with one of the other servants. Do 
you find your servants quarrel among themselves, 
Mr. Hylton? 


HyLTon : 
No. You see I only keep one. 


MARGERY : 


I sometimes wish we did! Only last week Wil- 
liam actually gave mother notice just because he 
couldn’t get on with one of the others. But mother 
told you about that, didn’t she? 


HYLTON : 
No. 
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MARGERY : 
She meant to. I suppose she forgot. 


(Re-enter Anson, crying bitterly, followed by Lapy 
DENISON, much flustered.) 


Lapy DENISON : 


There! There! Anson, Do try and control 
yourself. There’s no use going on like that. Mar- 
gery, will you go and find Aunt Emily for me? She’s 
in the library, I think. I want her advice about 
something. And don’t come back, dear, for a little. 


MARGERY : 


Very well, mother. 
(MarGERY goes to find Mrs. EveErRSLEIGH, after a 
puzzled glance at her mother and Anson.) 


HYLTON 
(rising) : 
Perhaps I’d better? 


Lapy DENISON 
(fussily) : 
No, no! Please stay, Mr. Hylton. I shall want 
your advice, too. 
HYLTON: 


Of course, if I can be of any use . . . (re-seats 
himself. Lapy DENISON sits also. A silence, broken 
only by the snufflings of poor ANSON) 


Lapy. DENISON _ 
(half irritable, half plaintive) : 
You’d better sit down, Anson. And would you 
please not snuffle like that if you can possibly help 
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it. It can’t do any good, and the sound is most dis- 
tressing. 
ANSON : 


Very well, my lady. (tries unsuccessfully to sub- 
due her sobs) 


Lapy DENISON 
(her nerves all on edge) : 

I do wish Emily would come. Surely Margery 
ought to have found her by this time. Mrs. Evrers- 
LEIGH enters) Ah! here she is. (breaking out) 
Emily, a dreadful thing has happened! I thought 
you would advise me. (hesitates) 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(testily) : 
Well, Muriel. What is it? 


Lapy DENISON 
(with a miserable effort to pull herself together) : 
Anson, my maid. (wanders off again) You re- 
member Anson? She came to me from Lady Car- 
berry. 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Yes, yes. . I. know. Well? 


Lapy DENISON 
(shying frantically at the subject, and taking refuge 
in irrelevant detail) : 
I was in my room, doing my German. _ Fortun- 
ately Miss Triggs had gone out into the garden for 
a few minutes while I was trying to learn the second 
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declension. When Anson came in. She was evi- 
dently upset about something, and looked ready to 
cry. In fact, she did cry. She’s been crying ever 
since. (fresh tears from ANSON) Oh, please Anson, 
don’t begin again. Or if you do, make as little noise 
as you Can. 
; ANSON 
(sniffing dismally) : 
Yes, my lady. 


Lapy DENISON 


(still struggling desperately to postpone the moment 
when she must come to the point): 

I asked her what was the matter, and she said she 
wanted to give notice. I was very much astonished, 
because Anson has been with me four years and has 
never given me notice before. So I asked her me 
And then she said that she and Soames 
well, in fact that Soames had 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(interrupting) : 
Muriel! If you are about to say what I suppose 
you are about to say, wouldn’t it be better if Mr. 
Hylton ? (HYLTON rises again) 


Lapy DENISON 
(almost weeping) : 
No, Emily. I asked Mr. Hylton particularly to 
remain. I shall want his advice about this. I shall 


want everybody’s advice. Besides, it’s partly his 
fault. For if it weren’t for Mr. Hylton I should 


never have engaged Soames. 
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HyYLTon 
(surprised) : 
I didn’t know 


Lapy DENISON: 


Oh, yes. Soames had a very bad character from 
his last place. In fact, no character at all—which is 
worse. He was with the Matthisons before he came 
to me, and Lady Frances gave the most dreadful 
accounts of him when Margery was staying with her. 
She said the champagne had disappeared in the most 
remarkable manner. And as for his book, no one 
could make head or tail of it. I’m not sure there 
wasn’t something about the plate, too. Anyhow, she 
sent him away—without a character, as I said. And 
I always think that so hard for a servant. Don’t 
you, Emily? 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 

To have no character? Very. 


Lapy DENISON : 


Well, of course, he couldn’t get another place. 
And Lady Frances got a letter from him while Mar- 
gery was there, saying he was almost destitute. So 
Margery thought he ought to be given another 
chance. Mr. Hylton is always saying people ought 
to be given another chance. Aren’t you, Mr. 
Hylton? And as Lady Frances didn’t seem willing 
to have him back and Wilkins was leaving me just 
then—on account of Thomas—I engaged him. I 
wish I hadn’t now. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
And now Soames has ? 
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Lapy DENISON : 

Yes. (lamentably) And I think it’s most wicked 
of him. Anson has always been a good girl, and 
her mother is a most respectable woman. However, 
she is willing to forgive Anson and have her home, 
I’m glad to say, so that will be all right. (endeav- 
ouring to look on the bright side of things) She has 
no father, fortunately. (fresh sobs from ANson) 
Oh, Anson, not again! 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(impatiently) : 
Hadn’t you better send Anson to her room while 


we decide what is to be done? There’s no use keep- 
ing her here if she can’t control herself. 


Lapy DENISON 
(meekly) : 


I thought perhaps you might want to ask her 
something about all this, Emily? Or Mr. Hylton? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 

There’s nothing to ask. She’s told you her story. 
Now we must send for Soames and hear what he has 
to say. I suppose we must let him give us his ver- 
sion before you dismiss him. 


Lapy DENISON 
(much depressed at the prospect): 
I suppose so. But it’s all very painful. Ring the 
bell, please, Anson, and then go away and cry some- 
where else. 
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ANSON: 
Yes, my lady. 


(Anson rings the bell and then goes out, snuffling 
to the last. Pause.) 


HYLTON 
(breaking silence) : 
I’m extremely sorry, Lady Denison, if anything I 
have said has caused all this trouble, either to you 


or that poor girl. I never dreamed such a thing 
could occur. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(with bitter politeness) : 
Really? Then you must be singularly lacking in 
imagination, Mr. Hylton. It seems to me the logical 


outcome of your theories—when applied to domestic 
service. 


HYLTON 
(meekly) : 


Of course, there’s a danger. But all reforms 
have an element of danger in them. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(triumphantly) : 


Then why reform? 


HYLTON : 


But without reform all progress would be impos- 
sible. The world would simply stagnate. We must 
risk something. 
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Lapy DENISON 

dolorously) : 
Well, I’d so much rather not have risked Anson. 

She was such an excellent maid. 
(Enter Soames, For a full minute no one speaks. 
He looks inquiringly from one to the other, but his 
demeanour is perfectly respectful. Finally, as the 

silence is growing oppressive, he breaks it.) 


SOAMES : 
Did you ring, my lady? 


Lapy DENISON 
(flustered) : 


Yes. . . . What is this, Soames, that Anson 
tells me about you? 


SOAMES 
(not a muscle of his face moves) : 


What has she told you, my lady? 


Lapy DENISON : 


That while we were in London three months ago, 
within a month of your coming to me in fact, you 
. . . And now she’s expecting a baby in the 
Spring! 

SOAMES 
(bows) : 
That is so, my lady. 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(exasperated at the unruffled composure of the 
man) : 
Well! Have you nothing else to say? 
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SOAMES 
(after a moment, during which he seems to be con- 
sidering the point): 
No, madam—except, of course, that I’m very 
sorry this should have occurred. 


Lapy DENISON 
(indignantly) : 
Is that all? 


SOAMES 
(after another moment’s thought) : 
I think that is all, my lady. 


Lapy DENISON : 
Of course, you’re prepared to make all the amends 
in your power to poor Anson? 


SOAMES 
(bows) : 
Of course, my lady. 
Lapy DENISON: 
Very well, then. You must marry her. 
SOAMES 
(respectfully) : 
I’m afraid I can’t do that, my lady. 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
There, Mr. Hylton! 
Lapy DENISON 
(indignant again) : 
Nonsense, Soames. You will be acting very 
wickedly if you do anything else. Anson is'a good 


THE CHARITY THAT BEGAN AT HOME. 383 


girl. A very good girl. She is the best maid I 
ever had, and I’m very sorry to part with her. But 
you have brought this disgrace on her, poor thing, 
and you must certainly marry her. 


SOAMES 
(still perfectly respectful) : 

I beg pardon, my lady. I should be perfectly will- 
ing to marry Anson. She seems a very respectable 
young woman, as you say. Unfortunately, I am 
already married. 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(scandalised) : 
What ! 
SOAMES 
(turning to her): 
I have a wife already, madam—I am sorry to say. 


Lapy DENISON 
(helplessly) : 
Really, this is most unlucky. Mr. Hylton, can 
you suggest anything ? 
HYLTON : 
As things stand, I’m afraid there’s nothing to sug- 
gest. We must do our best for this poor girl, of 


course (more sternly) and Soames must help us in 
any way he can. That’s all that I can think of. 


SOAMES 
(snubbing his interference with the most crushing 
politeness) : 
Anything Lady Denison thinks right, sir, I shall 
be happy to fall in with. 
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Lapy DENISON 
(weakly) : 


Very well. That will do then, Soames. 


SOAMES : 
Thank you, my lady. 


(Soames bows and goes out, preserving his dignity 
to the last. Everybody seems to breathe more freely 
when his imposing presence is withdrawn.) 


Lapy DENISON 
(mournfully) : 


Poor Anson. I am really dreadfully sorry about 
her. It’s such a terrible thing to happen to a girl. 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


If any other of your converts are engaging their 
servants on philanthropic lines, Mr. Hylton, you had 
better caution them to choose single men. 


Lapy DENISON 
(cheered at this reflection) : 
James, I’m glad to say, is unmarried. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
James? 
Lapy DENISON: 


The boy who helps in the garden. But, then, he’s 
only sixteen. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


Teck! . . .. (pause) Of course, Soames must 
be sent away. 
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Lapy DENISON 
(sighs) : 
I suppose so. 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Even Mr. Hylton must see that. 


HyLTon 
(thoughtfully) : 
I’m not sure. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Not sure! After this disgraceful affair ! 


HYLTON : 


I am thinking of the future, Mrs. Eversleigh, not 
of the past. I’m very sorry for what has happened 
to poor Anson, sorrier than I can say. But that 
can’t be altered now. What is past is past. The 
question is how are we to help Soames? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(exasperated) : 


But we don’t want to help Soames. Soames has 
behaved abominably. 


HyLTon 
(quietly) : 
That’s no reason for not helping him, is it? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
: (gasps) : 
It certainly seems so to me. 
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HYLTON : 

Surely not? Surely it’s always our business to 
help anyone if we can, whatever he may have done. 
And in this case we can help Soames. If he’s sent 
away now he may be absolutely ruined. You see, 
it’s the second place he’s had to leave without a 
character. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(acidly) : 

Do I understand you to consider that in his favour, 
Mr. Hylton? 

HyLTon 
(mildly) : 

No. But it gives him an added claim on our for- 
bearance, doesn’t it? Since it makes it more difh- 
cult for him to make a fresh start. 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(with relentless logic) : 
Then the more a servant disgraces himself the 


more we are bound to help him? And if he only does 
it often enough I suppose you’d pension him? 


HyYLTon 
(gravely) : 
I would still try to help him, whatever he had 
done. 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Rubbish ! 


Lapy DENISON: ° 
Hush, Emily ! 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


I beg your pardon, Mr. Hylton, but really this is 
quite preposterous. It’s trying to regulate one’s 
life by a theory instead of by the light of common 
sense. 


Lapy DENISON 
(worried) : 


It certainly is rather confusing, you must admit, 
Mr. Hylton. 


HyLTon 
(gently) : 


I think my view is defensible even from the com- 
mon-sense standpoint—though it’s not a standpoint I 
set much store by. What I want—what we all 
want, don’t we ?—is to prevent Soames from sinking 
into destitution and so perhaps into crime. 


Lapy DENISON : 
I don’t want him to do that, of course. 


HYLTON : 


The only way to prevent it is to get him some em- 
ployment. Unhappily, he is probably unfitted for 
anything but domestic service. The only thing to 
do, therefore, is to find him a place, and give him 
a chance of retrieving his character. I would will- 
ingly engage him myself if I’could, but my establish- 
ment has no place for a highly-trained butler—or, 
indeed, for a man-servant at all. But if Lady Deni- 
son would keep him on 
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Lapy DENISON 
(protesting) : 


Oh, no, I couldn’t do that. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
I should think not, indeed ! 


HYLTON 
(earnestly) : 


It needn’t be for long. Say a year. If at the end 
of that time his work and his conduct generally have 
been satisfactory, Lady Denison can then send him 
away with a character, and he’ll be able to get an- 
other place. 


Lapy DENISON : 


But I shan’t want to send him away if his conduct 
is satisfactory. 


HyLTON 
(persuasively) : 


Then why not try the experiment? Of course, I’m 
now putting this on the lowest grounds, the com- 
mon-sense grounds. Morally it needs no defence. 
One should always forgive wrong-doing, shouldn’t 
one? 

Lapy DENISON : 


I can’t think that, Mr. Hylton! Wicked people 
must be punished. If they weren’t it would be so 
discouraging for good people. 


Hy.ton: 


Wicked people are only weak people, Lady Deni- 
son. If they were strong they would resist tempta- 
tion. But they are weak, and they yield to it. 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(with decision) : 
If Soames is unable to resist temptation of this 
kind, I think Muriel had certainly better discharge 
him, on account of the other maids. 


HyYLTon’: 
I don’t think he’ll offend in this way again. He’s 
had a lesson. 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
He had a lesson at the Matthisons’. 


HYLTON : 


And profited by it. He has been quite honest 
since he came to you, hasn’t he, Lady Denison? 


Lapy DENISON: 
I believe so. 
HyLTONn 
(triumphantly) : 
Very well, then. The experiment answered in 
that case. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(coming back resolutely to her old point) : 


Oh, come, Mr. Hylton, we must be practical. Of 
course, this idea about being kind to unpleasant 
people and worthless people, and, in fact, to every- 
body one doesn’t like and oughtn’t to like, sounds 
very nice. But it’s not practical. 


HyLTon 
(giving Mrs. EVERSLEIGH up in despair) : 


Well, Lady Denison. It’s for you to decide. 
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Lapy DENISON 
(piteously) : 


That’s just it. I do so hate deciding things. If 
only I could ask Margery. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Certainly not. 
HYLTON 
(earnestly) : 
It may save a soul. 


Lapy DENISON : 

Do you really think that? (HyLton nods) How 
very annoying! However, if that’s so, I suppose he 
must stay. (sighs) 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 

Muriel ! 

Lapy DENISON 
(goaded) : 

Well, Emily, what can I do? If Mr. Hylton 

thinks so. 
HyYLTon 
(with splendid optimism) : 


I do think so. Thank you so much, Lady Deni- 
son. I’m sure you'll never regret it. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
I’m quite sure she will. And I think it’s very 
wrong of you, Mr. Hylton, to make my sister-in-law 
behave in this way. She doesn’t like it. 
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HYLTON : 

You exaggerate my influence, Mrs. Eversleigh. It 
is Lady Denison’s own goodness of heart that makes 
her want to help people. Without that I should be 
powerless. 


Lapy DENISON 


(breaking into a smile of content. If you stroke 
Lapy Denison she purrs at once): 

How nice of you to say that, Mr. Hylton! But 
you always say the right thing. I was really feel- 
ing dreadfully dispirited about all this, and you’ve 
driven it all away. There’s nothing like tact, is 
there? (GENERAL BONSOR wanders in from the gar- 
den humming a tune) Is that you, General? Have 
you been in the garden with Mrs. Horrocks? 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(with icy dignity) : 
I have not, Lady Denison. 


Lapy DENISON 


(flurried) : 
Oh, no, to be sure, I forgot. . . .- I. mean, I 
remember. . .' °.’**Just so: 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(severely) : 


I have been in the Rose-garden smoking a cigar. 


Lapy DENISON 
(nervously) : 


That’s so kind of you. It’s so good for the roses. 
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GENERAL BONSOR 
(refusing to be propitiated) : 
Where Mrs. Horrocks is I have no idea. (opens 
the door and stalks out, head in air) 


LaDy DENISON 
(much concerned) : 


Dear me, why did I say that! Of course, I 
oughtn’t even to have mentioned Mrs. Horrocks. 
But I’d forgotten all about their quarrel this morn- 
ing. This affair of Soames quite put it out of my 
head. And now I suppose the General will be 
offended. Really, what with quarrels among one’s 
visitors and scandal in the Servants’ Hall, life is 
hardly worth living. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(blandly) : 
Mr. Hylton’s system ! 


HyLTon 
(rising) : 
Shall I go and pacify the General ? 
Lapy DENISON 
(clutching at a straw) : 

If you would, Mr. Hylton. It really is scarcely 
safe to leave him alone just now, in case Mrs. Hor- 
rocks should come in. (HyttTon nods, and goes out 
to soothe the GENERAL. Lapy DENISON sighs) It’s 
been a very tiring morning, hasn’t it, Emily? 

(Miss Triccs puts her head in from Lapy Denrson’s 
voom. She speaks with deadly politeness, the polite- 
ness of the boa-constrictor to the rabbit.) 
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Miss Triccs: 


I’ve been waiting for you nearly twenty minutes, 
Lady Denison. Is that declension ready now? 


Lapy DENISON 
(flurried again) : 
Oh, dear, I’m afraid not. I’ve really had no time 
to attend to it since you left me, Miss Triggs. 


Miss Triccs 
(coming into the room, apparently unable to believe 
her ears): 


No time? 


Lapy DENISON 
(volubly) : 


No. I’m so sorry. I was called away on urgent 
business. Most urgent business. And it’s no good 
trying to do anything before luncheon now, is it? 
It will be ready in two or three minutes. - (an awful 
pause) 

Miss Triccs 
(words softer than butter, yet very swords) : 

I am afraid it is useless for me to attempt to teach 
you German, Lady Denison, if you are unwilling to 
give even the small amount of time I ask to study- 
ing it. 

Lapy DENISON 
(meekly) : 


But really, Miss Triggs 


Miss TRIGGS : 


Apologies are unnecessary. I am accustomed to 
be treated in this way. It is the experience of all 
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women, I believe, who earn their living by educa- 
tion. (turns towards door on the right) 


Lapy DENISON: 


I assure you 
Miss TRIGGS : 


You need not. I quite understand. We will 
abandon our lesson until later in the day, when you 
may have leisure to apply yourself to it. (sweeps 


out into the hall, hugging her grievance to the last) 
LaDy DENISON 
(almost in tears) : 
Now she’s offended. Really, it’s too bad! 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Mr. Hylton’s system! 


Lapy DENISON: 


I’d no idea people who taught German were so 
sensitive. I ought never to have said I would learn 
it. 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(wrathfully) : 


You ought never to have asked Miss Triggs here 
at all. Nor any of these people. Mrs. Horrocks, 
General Bonsor, Mr. Verreker. They’re all impos- 
sible. 

Lapy DENISON 
(protesting feebly) : 

I don’t see what’s the matter with Mr. Verreker. 

He’s not been doing anything tiresome, has he? 


(But the gods are against Lapy Denison, for this 
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is the precise moment selected by MarGERY to rush 

into the room, breathless and happy, from the gar- 

den, with an announcement that almost turns her 
relatives to stone.) 


MARGERY : 
Mother, dear, is that you? (kisses her) I’ve got 
such a piece of news for you. What do you think? 
Hugh and I are engaged to be married! 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(with an uneasy feeling that this is not Hytron’s 
Christian name) : 
Hugh? 
MARGERY 
(turning to her): 

Mr. Verreker. (VERREKER enters from the gar- 
den) Here he is. (to her mother again, speaking 
very rapidly and excitedly) He asked me to marry 
him down by the lake, and I said I would. Aren’t 
you pleased! © 

Lapy DENISON 


(bewildered) : 
Margery ! 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(furious) : 
Really ! 


(What Mrs. EverSLEIGH would have said had time 
been given her to put her indignation into words will 
never be known, for at this moment the luncheon 
gong rings loudly, and Marcery, who is blissfully 
unconscious that her news is not delighting every- 
body, makes for the door, chattering to the last.) 
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MARGERY : 

Oh, there’s the luncheon gong, and my hands are 
simply piggy. We’ve been grubbing up ferns for 
my rockery. So are yours, Hugh. Run and wash 
them, dear. You must wait to be congratulated till 
afterwards. 

VERREKER : 

All right. (goes out, with the shame-faced laugh 
of the newly-engaged man) 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 

I must say! (but words fail her) 


MARGERY : 


I can’t stop now, Aunt Emily, or we shall be late, 
and then the General will be furious. 
(MarceEry runs off into the hall gaily. Mrs. Evers- 
LEIGH gasps with indignation. She turns on her 
sister fiercely.) 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
And you said Margery was going to marry Mr. 
Hylton! Muriel, you must be a perfect fool. 


Lapy DENISON 
(stung by the injustice of this accusation) : 
I didn’t, Emily. You said it! 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(impatiently) : 
Well, there’s no use arguing about that now. You 


must put a stop to this engagement at once, without 
a moment’s delay. 
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Lapy DENISON: 

Yes. (with decision) I shall speak to Margery 
about it directly after luncheon. It’s very naughty 
of her. I shall certainly refuse to sanction the en- 
gagement. 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


Better speak to her at once. 


Lapy DENISON 
(weakly) : 


I think I’ll wait till after luncheon. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(vindictively) : 
Mr. Hylton again! If it weren’t for him Mr. 
Verreker would never have been invited to stay. 


Lapy DENISON 
(shaking her head sadly) : 

Yes. I really must give up going to hear Mr. 
Hylton. The results are too unpleasant. I didn’t 
mind asking the wrong people to the house and try- 
ing to make them happy. But I can’t have them 
proposing to my daughter. I must make a stand 
against it all, now, at once, while I remember. (rises 
and goes to bell) 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(wondering what fresh folly her sister 1s going to 
commit) : 
What are you going to do? 
Lavy DENISON : 


Dismiss Soames! 
(Lapy Denison rings—and the curtain falls.) 
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Pao Are LI. 


ScENE :—Still the DENISONS’ drawing-room. Time, 
an hour later. When the curtain rises the stage 
is empty. Lapy Denison, Mrs. EVERSLEIGH, 
Mrs. Horrocks, Miss Triccs, MarGErRy, 
HyLTon, VERREKER, and GENERAL BONSOR troop 
in from luncheon. The GENERAL’S voice is heard 
booming across the hall as he loses himself in 
another of his interminable stories, even before he 
actually reaches the room. 


GENERAL BONSOR: 


: It was at Jubbulpore it happened. We 
were up there after Pig. Travers was there, I re- 
member, and Hindley, of the 106th. (entering) No, 
not Hindley. He died the year before. _ Bellairs. 
First-rate chap Bellairs. In the police. I'll tell you 
a story about him some day. He married Molly 
Henderson, daughter of old Henderson, the judge. 
Fat Henderson we used to call him because he was 
so stout. Well, as I was saying, Travers and I 
were alone together 


VERREKER 
(to MARGERY) : 
Poor Travers ! 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(wheeling round) : 
What, sir! 
VERREKER } 
Nothing. 
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GENERAL BONSOR : 
Did I hear you remark, Poor Travers? 


VERREKER : 
I hope not, General. You were not intended to. 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(scorning this evasion) : 


Did you remark it, sir? 
Lapy DENISON 
(nervously) : 
I think you must have misunderstood Mr. Verre- 
ker, General. 
Mrs. Horrocks 
(in loud, grating tones, not looking at the GENERAL, 
but seeming to address the company at large): 
And, anyhow, the subject is scarcely worth pursu- 
ing, is it? Unless we are to be kept listening to 
this story the whole afternoon. 


GENERAL BONSOR : 
I had not intended to detain Mrs. Horrocks. 


(glares) 
MARGERY 
(coming to the rescue) : 


Don’t you think we’d better all go out for a walk 
while the sunshine lasts? It’s a pity not to make 
the most of it. 

Lapy DENISON 
(who has been waiting in vain for a moment to speak 
to her daughter) : 


Margery. 
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MARGERY : 
Yes, mother. In a moment. Mrs. Horrocks, 
you'll come, won’t you? 
Mrs. HORROCKS: 
Thank you. I shall be delighted. 


MARGERY : 
Miss Triggs? (Miss Triccs bows graciously) 
General? 
GENERAL BONSOR 
(decidedly, having noted that Mrs. Horrocks is to 
be of the party) : 
No, thank ye. 
MARGERY : 
Mr. Hylton? 


HYLTON : 
I’m afraid I must stay at home and finish my 
proofs. 
Lapy DENISON : 


Margery, I want to speak to you before—What 
is it? (this to WiLLIAM, who has entered a moment 
before with letters on a salver) 


WILLIAM: 


The post, my lady. (Lavy Dentson takes her 
letters) And could Mrs. Meredith speak to you for 
a moment? 

Lapy DENISON 
(harassed) : 

Oh, very well. 

(Lapy Denison looks for a moment towards her 
daughter, but, finding her still absorbed in the 
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duty of peace-making, gives up the attempt 
to speak to ‘her in despair and _ goes 
out. MarGERY is quite unconscious of her 
mother’s agitation, as she sat too far from her at 
luncheon to notice that she was not in her usual 
spirits, and, moreover, when you are practising True 
Hospitality, depression at the luncheon table is not 
sufficiently uncommon to excite remark.) 


MARGERY : 
That makes three. Who else? 


WILLIAM 
(to GENERAL Bonsor) : 


A letter for you, sir. 
GENERAL BONSOR 
(taking it): 
Thank ye. (WzuLLIAM goes out) Excuse me. 
(opens it and begins to read) 


MARGERY : 
Will you come, Aunt Emily? 


Mrs. EveERSLEIGH : 


No, thanks. I am going to drive with your 
mother. 


MARGERY : 
Very well. Hugh, four. That'll be all. 


VERREKER 
(chaffing her) : 
You don’t ask whether J want to come. 
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MARGERY 
(with mock severity) : 
You’ve got to come whether you like it or not. 
As a penance. 
VERREKER : 


All right—if it’s clearly understood that it’s a 
penance. I’d rather like a walk. 


MARGERY : 


Let’s all go and get ready then. Come, Mrs. Hor- 
rocks. Meet in the hall in five minutes. 

(All go out save Hy.Lton, the GENERAL, and Mrs. 

EversLeiIcgH. Mrs. EvERSLEIGH picks up a book 

which she is in the middle of, HyLton glances 

through an article in the ‘‘ Fortnightly.”’ The 
GENERAL is reading his letter.) 


HyYLTOon : 


This article in the Fortnightly on Farm Colonies 
is worth reading, Mrs. Eversleigh. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(declining the suggestion firmly) : 
Thank you. I’ve had quite enough philanthropy 
lately without that. (returns to her book) 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(with an emphasis which makes Mrs. EvVERSLEIGH 
positively jump) : 
Welt t< 1 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(irritably) : 
Really, General Bonsor, these sudden exclama- 
tions are most disconcerting. Is anything the mat- 
ter? 
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GENERAL BONSOR 
(too full of his subject even to notice the rebuke): 


Mrs. Eversleigh, is Lady Denison aware of the 
character of that young man? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(bored) : 
Of Mr. Hylton? 


GENERAL BONSOR: 


No! No! Of that young man who has just left 
the room. What’s his name? Verreker. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(interested at once): 
I don’t know. You’d better ask her. 


GENERAL BONSOR : 

I shall certainly do so. I venture to think she is 
not aware of it. I venture to think that when she 
has read what my old friend, Nicholson, Toby Nichol- 
son, says about him (taps letter fiercely) she will 
scarcely consider him a fit person to invite to meet 


me! 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 


(with elaborate irony) : 
I shouldn’t build on that if I were you. My sister 
has peculiar views about hospitality. 

(But the irony is completely wasted on the GENERAL, 
as he is not in the secrets of the HYLTONIAN system 
of philanthropy.) 

GENERAL BONSOR : 


Can you tell me where I shall find her ? 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
She’ll be back in a moment, I believe. She only 
went to speak to the housekeeper. Here she is. 


(And, in fact, Lapy Denison re-enters at this 

moment, but her interview with the housekeeper 

seems to have been of a depressing kind, for she 
looks more woe-begone than ever.) 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(breaking out): 


Lady Denison 


Lapy DENISON 
(to Mrs. EVERSLEIGH, fussily) : 


Emily, the cook wants to leave now. She has 
found out about Anson, and says she can’t remain 
with me after the month. I told her Soames was 
leaving, but she said . . . (suddenly becoming 
conscious that GENERAL BoONnsoR is in the room, and 
is burning to speak to her) I beg your pardon, 
General. I thought Emily, was alone. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(with icy distinctness) : 
General Bonsor has some news to communicate 
to you about Mr. Verreker. I needn’t say of an un- 
favourable character. 


, 


Lapy DENISON: 
Emily! (collapses) 


HyLTon 
(rising) : 


Perhaps I'd better. 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(grimly) : 
On the contrary. Mr. Hylton had better remain. 
It’s all his doing, as usual. 


HYLTON 
(puzzled) : 
Mine? 
Lapy DENISON 
(almost distracted with anxiety) : 
Never mind that now, Emily. But, General, if 


you have anything unpleasant to say, will you say it 
as quickly as possible? Then we shall get it over. 


GENERAL BONSOR : 


I will do so, Lady Denison. (clears his throat) 

I have just received a letter from my friend, Colonel 
Nicholson, who commands the Munster Regiment. 
Nicholson i is an old friend of mine. I met 

him first at'Poonah in ’72). . Or Was it 773 


Mes. EVERSLEIGH : 


Please do not bother about dates, General Bonsor ! 
If you will kindly come to the point. 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(rearing like an old war-horse under this affront) : 


Cemainty, Mrs. Eversleish- .,... « ~l-wroteto 
Colonel Nicholson a week ago. And as I happened 
to hear Verreker say he had been in the waite 
I mentioned that he was staying down here. . . 
(off again) The Munsters are the old 43rd, you 
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know. The Fighting Forty-Third. I remember 
them in the old days when Tom Ferguson was in 
command. Ferguson and I 


Lapy DENISON 
(pathetically) : 

General, would you mind leaving that part out 
and telling us what Colonel Nicholson said about Mr. 
Verreker—if he said anything? It’s really impor- 
tant. 


GENERAL BONSOR 


(stiffly) : 
I was about to do so—when you interrupted me, 
Lady Denison. I will do sonow. . . . Colonel 
Nicholson says . . . Where the deuce does he 


say it? I'll give it you in his own words. (fumbles 
for glasses. Laby DENISON is nearly wild with nerv- 
ous impatience) ‘‘ I’m surprised to hear you’ve got 
young Verreker staying with you.’’ (looks up at 
Lapy Denison) . . . He means with you, of 
course. (returns to letter) ‘‘I thought people 
fought rather shy of asking him. Small blame to 
*em. He got into an ugly scrape while he was with 
us. Spent money belonging to the mess which he 
couldn’t pay back. Might have gone to prison if 
the thing hadn’t been hushed up. Had to send in 
his papers. Deuced ugly business altogether. Old 
Wakley, whom you remember at Dum Dum. . .”’ 
(looking up again) That’s all. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 


(feeling the situation to be beyond her powers of 
comment) : 


There, Mr. Hylton! 
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HYLTON 
(completely fogged) : 
What is it, Mrs. Eversleigh? I’m really quite in 
the dark. 
Lapy DENISON : 


Hush, Emily. You forget Mr. Hylton doesn’t 
know yet. Nobody knows. (to the GENERAL, with 
an earnestness absurdly out of proportion to the im- 
portance of the request) General, would you mind 
leaving us with Mr. Hylton for a few minutes? My 
sister-in-law and I would like to consult him. We 
are very much obliged to you for letting us hear 
the letter—and would you please go at once? 


GENERAL BONSOR : 
Certainly. 
(The GENERAL goes out into the garden, much 
offended. The moment he is gone, Lapy DENISON 
turns to HyLTon and pours out her lamentable tale.) 


Lapy DENISON : 


Mr. Hylton, what is to be done! You heard what 
General Bonsor said about Mr. Verreker just now? 
Mr. Verreker proposed to my daughter this morning 
and she accepted him. - 

HyLTon 
(horrified) : 
Impossible ! 
Lapy DENISON 
(dolefully) : 
I wish it were. Margery came and told us about 


it just before luncheon. Of course, I was most in- 
dignant, and meant to tell her at once that I couldn’t 
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think of allowing it, but the luncheon gong rang, and 
I’ve had no opportunity of speaking to her since. 
And it’s all your fault, Mr. Hylton, as Emily says, 
for if it hadn’t been for you I should never have 
asked Mr. Verreker to the house. I really knew 
nothing about him, and only did it out of kindness. 
And now the General tells us this ! 


HyLTon 
(much moved) : 


Lady Denison, I can’t say how distressed I am 
that this has occurred. I would have done anything 
to prevent it. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


I’m glad to find there are limits even to your 
toleration, Mr. Hylton. 


HYLTON 
(indignantly) : 


Surely you never supposed I could approve of such 
a marriage? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


I don’t know. You champion Miss Triggs as a 
visitor—and Soames as a butler. Why not Mr. 
Verreker as a son-in-law? 


HYLTON 
(distressed) : 

You can’t really think that, Mrs. Eversleigh. 
Knowing what I now know about Verreker how 
could I possibly think him a fit husband for a girl 
like Miss Denison ! 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(shrugging her shoulders) : 


Well, well, you don’t think so. That’s the main 
thing. The question is, what is to be done? 


Lapy DENISON: 


Of course, I shall forbid the engagement. I meant 
to do so before. But this puts it absolutely out of 
the question. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


And Mr. Hylton must use his influence with Mar- 
gery. It’s the least he can do. 


HYLTOon : 


Anything I can do, Mrs. Eversleigh, you may be 
quite sure will be done. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


And let’s hope she’ll prove amenable for every- 
body’s sake. 


HYLTON 
(confidently) : 


I’ve no fears on that score. When Miss Denison 
learns Verreker’s true character she won’t wish to 
marry him any longer. It would be impossible. 


Lapy DENISON 
(eagerly) : 

Yes. Wouldn’t it! It’s not as if Margery were 
an unprincipled girl or a bad girl in any way. She’s 
a very good girl. And a religious girl. And so 
she’ll do what we tell her. 


IIo THE CHARITY THAT BEGAN AT HOME, 


HyLTon 
(who has been pacing restlessly about, and is now 
by the open French window, turns round sharply) : 


Here is Miss Denison, coming across the lawn. 
With Verreker. 


Lapy DENISON 
(feeling that this is the last straw) : 


With Mr. Verreker? How unfortunate ! 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


I don’t see that it matters. He would have to be 
told what we think about him in any case. Why 
not now? 


Lapy DENISON 
(flustered) : 


Very well. You must help me, Mr. Hylton. I’m 
so unaccustomed to having to manage Margery. She 
generally manages me. 


(MarGERY comes in from the terrace. |VERREKER 

limps by her side, leaning a little on her arm. Mar- 

GERY is so full of VERREKER’S mishap that she is quite 

unconscious of the frigidity with which it is received 
by her audience.) 


MARGERY : 


Is that you, mother? Poor Hugh has sprained 
his ankle. (to VERREKER) Be careful of that step. 
(to her mother again)  Isn’t it unfortunate? He 
slipped as we were going down the bank in the old 
Spinney. I sent the others on, and brought him 
back by the short way across the lawn. (to VERRE- 
KER) Is it hurting much? 
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VERREKER : 
Oh, no. It’s nothing. 


MARGERY : 


Sit down here. (drags up sofa) And you must 
put your foot up and give it a complete rest. And if 
it’s not better this evening we’ll send for Dr. Jen- 
kins. (to Lapy Denison) Wasn’t it lucky we 
hadn’t got farther from the house when it happened, 
mother. It’s so bad to walk with a sprain. 


VERREKER : 


It’s not a sprain really, Margery. Just a twist. 
That’s all. 


Lapy DENISON 
(sternly) : 


Will you please not call my daughter Margery, 
Mr. Verreker. 


MARGERY 
(astonished) : 


Not call me Margery? But, mother, we’re 

engaged! 
Lapy DENISON : 

You are not engaged, Margery. I cannot allow 

you to be engaged—at least, not to Mr. Verreker. 
MARGERY 
(still more astonished) : 
Why not, mother ? 


Lapy DENISON: 


He knows quite well. And I think he’s not be- 
haved honorably in asking you to be engaged to him. 
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When you know his true character you will think 
so, too. : 
MARGERY : 


Do you mean about his leaving the army? 


Lapy DENISON: 
Yes. 
MARGERY : 
But I know about that. 


Lapy DENISON: 


I don’t think you do. Not all about it. You 
imagine, as I did, that he left the army because he 
had been foolish or got into debt or something. It 
was not that. Mr. Verreker left the army for a far 
more serious reason, which you know nothing about. 

MARGERY : 

Oh, yes I do, mother dear. Hugh told me all 

about it this morning. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
He told you! 


MARGERY : 
Yes. Before he asked me to marry him. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


Really ! 
Lapy DENISON 
(bewildered) : 
Margery! It’s impossible. You would never 


have accepted him if he had told you. Mr. Verreker 


is not a fit person for any girl to marry. He is dis- 
honest. 
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MARGERY 
(laying hand instinctively on VERREKER’S shoulder) : 
Mother ! 
Lapy DENISON : 


He spent money that didn’t belong to him, money 
that had been entrusted to him. 


MARGERY 
(bravely) : 

I know. And when the time came he couldn’t pay 
it back. He told me all that quite fully before he 
proposed to me. I thought it was very honorable 
of him. 

, Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 

Honorable ! 


MARGERY : 


Yes. Wasn’t it honorable? To tell me I mean. 
He might have said nothing about it, or at least con- 
cealed the worst part hoping we should never find 
out. But he didn’t. He told me everything. 
(softly) I think that was partly what made me say 
“e yes.”” 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Margery! You must be out of your senses. 


MARGERY : 


Why? It’s all over now, quite over and done 
with. What is past is past. (HyLTon starts guiltily 
as he recognises this fatal phrase) It happened four 
years ago. Surely we might forget it now? 
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Lapy DENISON: 


No, Margery. A thing like this can never be for- 
gotten. 


MaRGERY : 
I can’t think that. One should always forgive 
wrong-doing, shouldn’t one? And if one forgives 
why not forget? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 

Rubbish ! 

| Lapy Denison: 

Mr. Verreker, I must speak very seriously to my 
daughter about this. But there’s no need for you 
to stay if you’d rather not. It would only be pain- 
ful for you to hear. Would you rather leave us for 
a little? 

VERREKER 
(calmly) : 


Thank you, Lady Denison. I don’t mind.  (set- 
tles himself more comfortably on his sofa. Pause) 


MARGERY 
(gently) : 

Mother, aren’t you all being rather hard on poor 
Hugh? We all do things we’re ashamed of some- 
times. Not quite the same things as this perhaps, 
but still wrong things. And if we’re sorry, and try 
not to do them again, oughtn’t that to be enough? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 


(snaps) : 
No! 
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MARGERY 
(confidently) : 


I’m sure Mr. Hylton thinks so. 


HYLTON : 


No, Miss Denison. In this matter I agree with 
Mrs. Eversleigh. 


MARGERY : 
Mr. Hylton! 


HYLTON : 


Your mother has told you what she wishes. I 
think you should obey her. It is your duty. (pause) 


MARGERY 
(slowly) : 
Of course, one should obey one’s parents I know. 
But there are other duties as well. 


HyLtTon 
(earnestly) : 


Miss Denison, I’ve no right to speak to you about 
this, or to urge you in any way. And if you resent 
it I cannot complain. But the friendship I feel for 
you and your mother, the kindness you have always 
shown me, makes me risk that. Break off this en- 
gagement. Break it off, I beg of you. It is im- 
possible that a girl like you should be happy with 
such a man as Mr. Verreker. 


MARGERY 
(quite simply) : 
But one shouldn’t only think of happiness when 
one marries, should one? 
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HYLTON : 
What do you mean? 


MARGERY : 


I mean there are other things. One would like to 
be happy, of course. But other things are more im- 
portant. Helping people for instance, 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(outraged) : 


Are you going to marry Mr. Verreker because you 
want to help him? 


MARGERY 
(eagerly) : 

Of course. This morning when Mr. Hylton and I 
were talking about Hugh, he said there was so much 
that was good in him that only needed bringing out. 
That the eyes of his soul, had not been opened yet. 
And he said that if he fell into good hands he would 
be all right, but if he fell into bad hands he might go 
on being careless and indifferent always. (brightly) 
So I thought if he married me I might prevent him 
from falling into bad hands. 


HyLTon 
(much distressed) : 

But when I was talking to you about Mr. Verre- 
ker this morning I never dreamed of your marrying 
him. 

MARGERY : 

Nor did I—then. But afterwards, when he asked 
me, I remembered. And so I said yes. I’m sure I 
did right. (lays hand on VERREKER’S) 
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HyLTon 
(at his wits’ end) : 

Miss Denison, this is terrible. I assure you what 
you are doing is not right but wrong. It is quite 
right that you should want to help Mr. Verreker, of 
course. But it is not right that you should marry 
him. 

MARGERY : 


But perhaps it is only by marrying Hugh that I 
can help him? You see, it’s not easy for a girl to 
help a man however much she may wish to. They 
see so little of each other. And if you’re really to 
influence people you must be with them, mustn’t 
you? But when people are married they are always 
together, and then it’s easy. So I’m sure I’m doing 
right in marrying Hugh. When a girl marries she 
should choose someone she can do good to, someone 
who needs her. Now I think perhaps Hugh does 
need me, for he’s not always been a very good man 
so far. He’s been lazy and rather selfish, and not 
very thoughtful for others. I’m going to cure him 
of that! Am I not, Hugh? 


VERREKER 
(half smiling) : 
If you can, Margery. 
MARGERY 
(her face kindling) : 


And that’s really worth doing, isn’t it! You see, 
if I married a good man—like you, Mr. Hylton—I 
couldn’t help him at all. He’d be quite good al- 
ready. But Hugh has done foolish things and wrong 
things, as we know. I can help him. 
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Lapy DENISON : 


Margery, I think you ought to listen to what Mr. 
Hylton says, and what I say, and do what we ask. 
It’s very wrong of you to be so obstinate. You 
know we’re thinking only of your good. 


MARGERY : 
Yes, but are you thinking of Hugh’s good, 
mother ? 
Lapy DENISON 
(plaintively) : 


What does she mean? 


MARGERY : 
Would it help him if I broke it off? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(losing patience) : 


Tck! Who ever heard of marrying a man to help 
him. 


MARGERY : 


Why not, Aunt Emily? (feeling that her logic is 
ivvefragable) Mr. Hylton always says the only real 
way of helping people is to love them. And if one 
loves people of course one should marry them. 


Mrs. EvVERSLEIGH: 


oves them!) So*thats it, is it!  Wou're not 
marrying Mr. Verreker because you want to help 
him but because you’ve fallen in love with him. And 
you ought to be ashamed of yourself. 


THE CHARITY THAT BEGAN AT HOME, 119 


MARGERY: 


Of course I love Hugh. What is there to be 
ashamed of in that? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(angrily) : 

Is there nothing to be ashamed of in wanting to 
marry a worthless man knowing him to be worthless ? 
You have heard of men marrying worthless women, 
I suppose? Nobody thinks they’ve performing a 
moral duty and setting an example to their fellows. 
On the contrary, we think them weak or vicious. 
What you are doing is exactly what they do. Only 
they have the grace not to talk morality about it. 


MARGERY 
(giving Mrs. EverRSLEIGH up as HyLton has done 
before her): 

I don’t expect you to understand, Aunt Emily. 
You never do like the way mother and I look at 
things, do you? 

Lapy DENISON 
(miserably) : 


Oh, don’t bring me into this, please. 


MARGERY : 


Very well, mother. But I did think you would be 
on my side. And Mr. Hylton. (laying her hand on 
VERREKER’S protectingly) I love Hugh, and I want 
to help him. There’s nothing strange in that is 
there? When one wants to help people one always 
does get to love them. That’s the splendid thing 
about helping people. (pause) 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


Well, there’s no use arguing with Margery while 
she’s like this. She evidently has no moral sense 
whatever ! 


Lapy DENISON : 


Mr. Verreker, I appeal to you. You see what 
Margery is doing. Release her from this engage- 
ment. She is merely sacrificing herself from a fan- 
tastic sense of duty. 


VERREKER 
(with dangerous politeness) : 

Surely not? If so, I have gravely misunderstood 
Mrs. Eversleigh. I thought it was Margery’s fan- 
tastic sense of affection she objected to? 

MaRGERY : 

Hugh, dear! 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 


(fiercely) : 
If you are going to insult me, Mr. Verreker ! 


VERREKER : 


I really beg your pardon. Perhaps I oughtn’t to 
have said that. But some not very pleasant things 
have been said about me, haven’t they ? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


And with reason. A man of your antecedents has 
no right to propose to the daughter of the house in 
which he is staying. It is taking advantage of her 
inexperience. It is dishonorable. 
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VERREKER 
(calmly) : 


Is that so? Then I’m probably rather lacking in 
the finer sense about these things. . . . But I 
suppose everyone is inclined to find excuses for his 
own misdeeds while remaining inflexibly severe to- 
wards his neighbours’. That’s the foundation of all 
morality, isn’t it, Hylton? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
I should have thought stealing . . ! 


VERREKER 
(as if he were considering the point) : 


Yes. Stealing’s an ugly word, isn’t it? It even 
makes me uncomfortable. . . . And yet if you 
understood the whole circumstances you might take a 
more lenient view. But that, of course, would be a 
very bad thing for morality. So no doubt you’d 
rather not. 


HYLTon : 


Lady Denison, if Mr. Verreker has anything to tell 
you that will put a more favourable light on the 
General’s story 


VERREKER : 
The General’s? So he told you? 


Lapy DENISON: 


He heard it from Colonel Nicholson, who com- 
mands your old regiment. 
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VERREKER : 
Yes, yes. I remember. He said he was writing 
to him. Poor General, so he really has been able to 
finish a story for once! 


HYLTON : 
I was going to say that it would be only fair to 
give Mr. Verreker every chance of defending him- 
self. 


(There is a moment’s pause, during which they wait 
for him to speak. Then he begins. His tone is 
quiet and unimpassioned, almost as if the case were 
not his own but someone else’s, and his voice never 
falters. It is a statement of fact, not an appeal for 
pity, and therefore any display of emotion would be 
out of place. Perhaps he feels this. Anyhow, he 
makes none.) 


VERREKER : 


Oh, I don’t think it amounts to a defence. Merely 
a statement of the case from the person who knows 
most about it—the criminal, as Mrs. Eversleigh 
would say. I was an extravagant young fool. The 
regiment was an expensive one. I had a small al- 
lowance. I had lost money over cards—and other 
things—to richer men than I was—who, by the way, 
ought never to have played with me at all. Like 
an idiot, I thought I must pay my debts to them 
whatever happened. You know the nonsense that 
is talked about a debt of honour. (with a bitter sneer 
on the word) To do that I used money belonging to 
the mess which happened to be in my hands. Of 
course, I hoped to pay it back at once, or I shouldn’t 
have done it. Equally, of course, I failed to do so. 
The horse that was simply bound to win lost, and I 
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played cards for a whole week and never held a 
trump. The usual. thing. When things were pretty 
desperate I cabled to Uncle Montague—I was in 
India at the time—asking him to send me a hundred 
pounds by return. (wearily) Of course, I lied to 
him about the reason. Everybody does lie I sup- 
pose about that sort of reason. I said I owed it to 
tailors and people, I remember. Naturally, Uncle 
Mont didn’t see the force of sending me a hundred 
pounds without haggling about it. Uncles always 
do haggle about money, I believe. At least, mine 
do. So Uncle Mont haggled, and like a young ass, 
instead of going straight to the Colonel or the money- 
lenders 1 faked the accounts. It was purely a tem- 
porary expedient. I knew the money would turn up 
in a week or two. It was merely a question of gain- 
ing time. But, as luck would have it, someone with 
an elementary knowledge of arithmetic happened to 
glance at the accounts. He spotted something was 
wrong and told the others, and instead of coming to 
me they went to the Colonel. The Colonel sent for 
me, and there was no end of arow. I tried to make 
him understand, but he couldn’t. The stupidity of 
military men has been proverbial in all ages. I’ma 
bit of a fool myself, as you will have noticed. He 
stormed, and I was sulky. My borrowing the money 
intending to repay it he could just understand, but 
faking the accounts to conceal the fact was beyond 
him. Though it was the logical consequence of the 
other if the thing was to be kept dark. | When the 
fat was in the fire Uncle Mont’s cheque turned up. 
But by that time we’d all lost our tempers, the 
Colonel was prancing round about the honour of the 
Regiment (another bitter sneer), and I had to send 
in my papers. 


124 THE CHARITY THAT BEGAN AT HOME. 


HyLTON 
(half to himself) : 
Poor fellow. 


VERREKER } 
Eh? 
HYLTON : 
Nothing. ju 
MarGERY 
(triumphant) : 


Mr. Hylton, I knew you’d understand. Thank 
you. (pause) 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 


(acidly) : 
Well, Mr. Verreker, you’ve made out a very clever 
case, and you’ve put it very glibly. It must have 


taken you some time to prepare. 


VERREKER 


(his tone if possible more cold and unimpassioned 
than before) : 


Just four years, Mrs. Eversleigh. It happened 
four years ago, and I’ve not had much else to think 
of since. It was a confoundedly silly thing to do, 
as I said, and I’ve been wondering ever since how I 
came to do it. The result of my consideration is 
the story I’ve told you. I don’t ask you to believe 
it, of course. But it’s quite true. 


HyYLTon : 


I believe it, Verreker. And I’m more sorry for 
you than I can say. If I’ve said anything that was 
harsh or unjustifiable please forgive me. 
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VERREKER : 
Not at all, my dear fellow. 


Lapy DENISON: 

It’s all dreadfully sad, Mr. Verreker. I see that. 
But still, it doesn’t alter the facts, does it? You 
have had to leave the army. Your reputation is 
ruined. And that makes you not a fit husband for 
Margery. 

VERREKER : 

I feel that, Lady Denison. 


MARGERY : 
Hugh! 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 
Then why did you propose to her? 


VERREKER 
(shrugs) : 

A sudden impulse, I suppose. That’s how most 
people propose, isn’t it. If they stopped to think 
they’d think better of it, and then no one would ever 
marry at all. Which would perhaps be the wisest 
plan for all parties. 


Lapy DENISON : 
Still, in your case you must admit there were spe- 
cial reasons? 
VERREKER 
(dispassionately) : 


I don’t know. How many men are fit husbands 
for the girls they marry? One in a hundred? One 
in a thousand? Girls are so ridiculously innocent. 
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And men are so ridiculously depraved. I’m not so 
very much worse than the others. Only I was 
stupider. And that ruined me. But it was four 
years ago. And I’m not likely to do it again. A 
man doesn’t play the fool like that twice. One pays 
too dear for it. Considered as a husband I’m pro- 
bably the better for the experience. I’ve learnt by 
it. (pause) 
Lapy DENISON 
(making a last appeal) : 

Mr. Verreker, what you say is quite true. And I 
daresay you’re not really worse than many men, 
though the world judges things like this more hardly 
than other things. But we are in the world, and we 
must accept its judgment as we cannot alter it. If 
you marry Margery she will have to suffer for what 
you have done. I don’t think you want her to do 
that. Be generous and release her from her pro- 
mise. 

VERREKER 
(quite sincerely) : 

My dear Lady Denison, I put myself entirely in 
Margery’s hands. If she wishes to end our engage- 
ment she is absolutely free to do so. I assert no 
claim over her whatever. I agree with you that she 
would only be acting wisely to break it off, and I 
shan’t dream of blaming her if she does so. But 
you mustn’t ask me to break it off. A man can’t do 
that. But if Margery wants her freedom she has 
only to speak. 

HvLton 
(enthusiastic) : 

That’s fine of you, Verreker. That’s noble, on my 

soul. You really are a good fellow. I know what 
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it must cost you to give up a girl like Miss Denison. 
I honour you for it. (holds out hand) 


VERREKER 
(taking it): 
Thanks, my dear chap. But you mustn’t be too 
precipitate. I haven’t given her up yet. Margery 
hasn’t spoken. 


Lapy DENISON : 
Margery, dear, you will break it off ? 


MARGERY 
(firmly) : 
No, mother. As long as Hugh wants me I shall 
stand by him. 


Lapy DENISON 
(tearfully) : 


Then you don’t love your mother. 


MARGERY 
(going to her impulsively, and putting her cheek 
against hers) : 
Of course I love you, mother dear. But I love 
Hugh, too. (pause) 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(firing a parting shot): 

Well, I suppose there’s no more to be said. If 
Margery is determined to ruin herself nobody can 
prevent her. You, of course, will continue to forbid 
the engagement, Muriel, but Margery is of age, and 
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if she chooses to defy you and marry this Mr. Verre- 
ker she can do so. But in that case I hope you will 
entirely refuse to make her any allowance, and, in 
fact, will disinherit her. 


Lapy DENISON : 


What nonsense, Emily. Of course, Margery must 
have an allowance. What else is she to live on? 
Especially as, I suppose, Mr. Verreker has nothing ? 


VERREKER : 
Next to nothing. 


Lapy DENISON : 


Very well, then. Naturally I shall have to help 
them. And as for disinheriting her, that’s impossi- 
ble, even if it were just, as I’ve no other children. 
No, Margery must be provided for in any case. I’m 
sorry she is unwilling to do as I wish, and I think 
this engagement terribly unwise and unsuitable. But 
I suppose she’s very fond of Hugh (sighs) just as I 
was very fond of Charlie before I married him. And 
so she must do as she likes. 


MARGERY : 


Darling mother! (kisses her) Now you’re being 
like yourself again instead of being like Aunt Emily 
—which doesn’t suit you one bit. I always knew 
you’d agree with me really—and Mr. Hylton (with a 
bright glance at him)—though you took rather 
longer than I expected. Hugh, give mother a kiss 
like a dutiful son-in-law, and say you think her the 
best woman in the world. 
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VERREKER 
(drily) : 
I think I’ll spare poor Lady Denison that. She’s 
had a great deal to put up with during the past hour. 


MARGERY 
(remorsefully) : 
Poor mother! I suppose she has. 


VERREKER : 


I hope, however, later on she’ll get more reconciled 
to things. She can’t really dislike me as much as 
she thinks, otherwise she wouldn’t have asked me 
here. 

Mrs.. EVERSLEIGH 
(with a bitter smile) : 


I’m afraid I really must disabuse you of that idea, 
Mr. Verreker. My sister-in-law has curious views of 
hospitality. She doesn’t ask people to her house be- 
cause she likes.them or thinks them pleasant ac- 
quaintances, but because they are. disagreeable, or 
disreputable, or haven’t anywhere else to go. It’s 
a new form of philanthropy... Mr. Hylton invented 
it. (VERREKER bursts into a shout of delighted 
laughter) You seem amused. 


VERREKER : 
Iam. (laughs again) How delicious! So that’s 
why I was invited! Because I was down on my 
luck and wasn’t asked to many houses! And I 


thought it was because of my delightful society. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(venomously) : 


You were certainly strangely mistaken. 
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VERREKER 
(much amused) : 

So it seems. And that explains why all these other 
people are here, I suppose? I thought they were 
rather a damaged lot. Old Bonsor, Miss Triggs, 
Firket, that appalling Mrs. Horrocks, Hylton, who’s 
an excellent chap but quite mad. (mischievously) 
And you, too, I dare say, Mrs. Eversleigh? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


I, sir! Certainly not! J am here because I am 
Lady Denison’s sister-in-law. 


VERREKER 
(easily) : 
That’s no reason. Lots of people hate their sis- 
ters-in-law. I know I simply loathe my brothers. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


I am glad to think that Lady Denison is unlike you 
in that as in every respect. 


Lapy DENISON 
(soothing her) : 
Of course, Emily. I asked you because I like to 
have you here. And Mr. Hylton, too. I must in- 
vite the people I like occasionally. 


VERREKER : 


I see. Well, Lady Denison, I think it’s a splen- 
did idea of yours, far more amusing than the ordin- 
ary way of inviting people. And the more dreadful 
they are the more amusing it must be. Margery and 
I must certainly take to it when we have a house. 
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Lapy DENISON: 


I don’t see anything amusing in it, Mr. Verreker. 
In fact, it’s often extremely unpleasant, and leads to 
most regrettable complications. 


VERREKER 


(genially) : 
Such as my getting engaged to Margery? 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(snaps) : 
That among other things. 


VERREKER 


(to whom the finer shades of ‘‘ beginning one’s 
charity at home’’ have scarcely yet revealed them- 
selves) : 


Do none of them know? 


Lapy DENISON. 
No. 
VERREKER : 


Why not? They’d be awfully amused. (the 
voice of the GENERAL is heard on the terrace hum- 
ming a cheerful stave. VERREKER looks round at 
the sound, just in time to see him approaching the 
French window on the left of the fireplace. A smile 
of reckless mischief lights up his face) By Jove, 
here’s the General. I must tell him. 


Lapy DENISON 
(despairing entreaty) : 
Please! Please! 


132 THE CHARITY THAT BEGAN AT ' HOME. 


VERREKER 
(laughing gaily): 

Yes, I must. I owe him one for telling you all 
that about me. You owe him one, too. He’s given 
you a most uncomfortable afternoon. 

(The GENERAL enters by the window on the left, 
unconscious of his doom.) 


GENERAL BONSOR 


(quite amiable, but feeling that these modern habits 
of unpunctuality must not be allowed to go unre- 
marked) : 


Isn’t it tea time, Lady Denison? I think so. 


VERREKER 
(in high good-humour) : 


Long past. I say, General, why have you been 
telling tales about me to Lady Denison? 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(turning on him fiercely, all his feathers up, like an 
angry turkey cock): 

If it comes to my knowledge, sir, that a man who 
is staying in a lady’s house with me is not a person 
whom other people wish to meet, I make it a rule 
to inform my hostess of the fact. 


VERREKER 
(heartily) : 
And a very good rule, too. Only Lady Denison 
doesn’t ask people to her house whom other people 
wish to meet. It’s against her principles. 
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Lapy DENISON 
(protesting) : 


Mr. Verreker! 
(gobbling with indignation) : 
Upon my! wordy sirsio.). od 


(But VERREKER declines to be interrupted, either by 
the GENERAL’S anger or Lapy DENISON’s anguish, 
and goes on relentlessly. The others listen in hor- 
vified fascination. Everyone is too much absorbed 
to notice the return of Mrs. Horrocks and Miss 
TricGs, who select this unlucky moment to enter by 
the French window on the right. They listen spell- 
bound.) 


VERREKER 
(enjoying himself immensely) : 

Lady Denison selects her visitors on philanthropic 
grounds—hecause they’re disagreeable or disreput- 
able or merely boring. It’s a form of self-denial 
with her. That’s why she asked you. That’s why 
she askéd me. That’s why she asked all of us. 


GENERAL BONSOR 


(stunned) : 
What! 
Mrs. Horrocks 
(defiant) : 
What! !! 
VERREKER 


(swinging round as if he were shot at the sound of 
Mrs. Horrocks’s raucous voice. To himself): 
Good Heavens! Mrs. Horrocks! 
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Mrs. Horrocks 
(sternly) : 

Yes, sir, Mrs. Horrocks. Miss Triggs and I re- 
turned from our walk just in time to hear your ex- 
traordinary statement. (bleat from Miss Triccs) 
May I ask what truth, if any, it contains? 


VERREKER : 


Really, Mrs. Horrocks, I’m very sorry you should 
have heard what I said 


Mrs. HORROCKS 
(cutting him short) : 

Is it true, sir? (VERREKER makes hopeless ges- 
ture, but says nothing) Lady Denison, perhaps you 
will inform me? 

GENERAL BONSOR 
(more in sorrow than in anger) : 
Why was I invited here, Lady Denison? 


Miss Triccs 
(bleating again) : 
And I? 
Lapy DENISON 
(completely flustered) : 
I never meant you to know. I never meant Mr. 
Verreker to know. It’s very unfortunate, Please 


accept my apologies all of you. I’m most distressed 
this should have happened. 


Mrs. Horrocks: 
Then it is true! 
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Miss Triccs: 

Really ! 

Lapy DENISON 
(meekly) : 

I don’t think Mr. Verreker need have told the 
General. It was most inconsiderate of him. But I 
hope you won’t hold me responsible. 

Miss Triccs 
(with tearful dignity) : 

Will you kindly order the carriage to take me to 
the station, Lady Denison? I shall leave by the six 
o’clock train. 

Mrs. Horrocks 
(haughtily) : 
Of course, you will not expect me to remain. 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(in hollow accents) : 

Nor me! Boring! 

Lapy DENISON 
(much distressed) : 

Oh, need you all go like that? After all, there’s 
nothing so very dreadful in what you’ve heard. It 
was Mr. Hylton’s idea. 

Miss TRIGGS: 


That dissenting person! I always felt he was an 
impostor. He tried to make me believe he was a 
clergyman, I remember. 

Lapy DENISON : 
He meant it kindly. We all meant it kindly. 
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Mrs. HorROcKS 
(drawing herself up to her full height) : 


Lady Denison, if you cannot understand how in- 
sulting this is to me I cannot make you do so. But 
I should have thought, considering my birth and 
connections, I might have claimed a somewhat dif- 
ferent treatment. The carriage, please, for the six 
o’clock train. (sweeps out majestically to pack) 


Miss Triccs 
(equally unappeased) : 
And will you please send some tea to my room. I 


shall not come down again before I leave. (follows 
Mrs. Horrocks) 


GENERAL BONSOR 
(too broken with the world’s ingratitude to protest 
_ further) : 

Boring! (follows Miss TricGs,. shaking his poor 
old head) 
(There is a pause while we realise that one of the 
most tragic things in life is to be a bore—and to 
know: it.:. Mrs. EVERSLEIGH, however, not being 
cursed with the gift of imaginative sympathy, wastes 
no pity on the GENERAL. Instead of this she turns 
to her sister, and, metaphorically speaking, knocks 

her out of the ring.) 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


This, Muriel, is what comes of beginning one’s 
Charity at Home! 


(Lapy Denison has no reply, as the worm is too 
crushed to turn—and the curtain falls.) 
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7 -ACT. IV, 

ScENE:—The dining-room at Priors Ashton. A 
week has passed since Act III., and the time is 
after dinner. The party is sadly reduced in num- 
bers, for Mrs. Horrocks, Miss Trices, and the 
GENERAL no longer grace the board with their 
presence. But HyLTon and VERREKER and Mrs. 
EVERSLEIGH remain, and they, and Lapy DENISON 
and her daughter, are sitting over their dessert, 
shepherded by WixL.IAM, who is in sole charge for 
the present, the abandoned SOAMES having taken 
his departure... The room is lighted by electric 
lights, on the walls, but there are also shaded 
candles in silver candlesticks on the table. When 
the curtain rises WI1LLIAM is handing fruit. 


WILLIAM 


(to Mrs. EVERSLEIGH) : 
Grapes, madam? 


Mrs. EvERSLEIGH 
(taking some) : 


What fine grapes you have this year, Muriel, 


MARGERY: 


Aren’t they? I took some to old Biddy Porter 
to-day. She’s been ill. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Who is old Biddy Porter? 
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MARGERY : 


She lives at Ashton Parva in one of those little 
houses before you get to the church. And she’s had 
influenza, so I thought it would be nice to take her 
some grapes. She was so pleased. 


VERREKER 
(grimly) : 
The gardener wasn’t. 
MaRGERY : 
No. Poor Thomson.  He’s so funny about the 
fruit. He seems to think we grow it entirely for 


ourselves. He’s quite angry when I give any of it 
away. He doesn’t even like my sending any to the 
cottage hospital. 


Lapy DENISON 
(anxiously) : 

You will be careful with Thomson, won’t you, 
Margery? He’s so easily offended. I remember last 
year when you took all the early peaches to the 
Workhouse Infirmary just before we were giving 
some dinner parties he nearly gave warning. And 
I don’t want to lose him. He’s such an excellent 
gardener. 

(WiLL1AM, having finished his duties, goes out.) 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(as soon as he has closed the door): 
The new butler hasn’t come yet? 


Lapy DENISON : 


No. We expect him to-morrow. I do hope he’ll 
be a success. He has the highest references. 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(sweetly) : 
That must be very distressing to Mr. Hylton. 


MARGERY : 

Aunt Emily, you’re not to scratch Mr. Hylton. 
He’s been working at proofs all day and now he 
wants a rest. 

VERREKER : 

Lucky chap! 

MARGERY : 

What do you mean? 


VERREKER : 


To have you prescribing rest for him. You don’t 
prescribe much rest for me! 


_ Lapy DENIsoN : 
Has Margery been working you very hard, Hugh? 


MARGERY : 


Of course not, mother. Hugh’s only talking non- 
sense. 


VERREKER: 


Am I! Just you listen. This morning I left some 
soup with Mrs. Green while Margery was taking 
Biddy Porter her grapes. She stopped the carriage 
at Mrs. Green’s and dropped me there. It was 
nearly half an hour before she came back for me, and 
I had to hear the history of every disease from which 
the old lady had ever suffered and to look at her bad 


leg. 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH 
(scandalised) : 
Really, Mr. Verreker ! 


VERREKER 
(yielding the point with cheerful alacrity) : 

‘Arm, then. I know it was some part of her poor 
old body, though I couldn’t recognise it. It was 
quite disgusting. I should have gone away, only 
Mrs. Green lives four miles from here, and I hate 
walking when its hot. However, the carriage came 
back at last, and then we drove on to the church, 
which Margery is decorating for some reason or 
other. I think because the harvest has failed. 
There I sat in a pew and made a wreath of mangel- 
wurzels to adorn the font. 


MARGERY : 
Not mangel-wurzels. 


VERREKER : 


Well, some kind of vegetable. We got back to 
lunch at last—late, of course. The wreath took so 
long. And in the afternoon—after a brief interval 
of repose—I wrote letters on behalf of a certain Mary 
Gamage who wants to get into an orphanage at Bas- 
ingstoke—which seems an odd taste. I wrote twen- 
ty-five of them. | 


' MARGERY: 


Only after you’d been coaxed for a whole quarter 
of anjhour. You were quite cross about it, and said 
you weren’t a galley slave. 
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VERREKER : 
Well, I was wrong. 


MARGERY : 
‘ You were very disagreeable. 


VERREKER 
(equably) : 
I know. I hoped we were going to quarrel. But 
you wouldn’t. That’s the worst of Margery. She 
never will quarrel. 


HYLTon : 
It’s a good fault. 
VERREKER : 
Is it! However, I wrote twenty-five letters on 


behalf of Mary Gamage, as I said. And I’ve got 
seventy-five still to do. | They were to ask sub- 
scribers to the orphanage for their votes. I gather 
some five hundred other people are busily engaged in 
writing the same number of letters on behalf of their 
orphans, and the subscribers, in common politeness, 
will, have to write to the whole five hundred of us to 
say they have given their votes to the 5oist. They 
can only vote once. The mere expenditure in post- 
age stamps would suffice to endow another orphan- 
age, not to speak of the waste of my time and their’s. 
Moreover, I’m given to understand that this ritual 
is gone through every time the orphanage has a 
vacancy, and that there are more than a hundred 
orphanages similarly conducted in this distracted 
country. Who ever heard of such tomfoolery ! 
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MARGERY : 


It is troublesome, of course. But I don’t see how 
else you could settle whom to let in. There are so 
many orphans. 


VERREKER 
(briskly) : 
You could put the names in a hat, shake it, and 
take the one that fell out first. 


Lapy DENISON : 
But would people subscribe to orphanages if they 
didn’t get a vote? 
VERREKER : 
What on earth do they want votes for? 


Lapy DENISON : 


In order that theiy orphans may get in instead of 
the others. 


VERREKER 
Another illusion gone! I used to think charitable 
people gave their money because they were genu- 
inely anxious to do good. I now find on the highest 
authority that they do it to keep out each other’s 
orphans. Margery, I won’t write another letter. 


MARGERY 
(protesting) : 
Oh, Hugh, how horrid of you. If you don’t I 
shall have to do them, and you said you would. 
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VERREKER 

(resigned) : 
Very well, I suppose I must as I said so. But my 
faith in charity is shattered. Nothing survives a 


closer acquaintance. Not even orphanages. 


MARGERY 
(laughing) : 
How absurd you are, Hugh. You know you only 
talk like that because you think it will shock us. And 
it doesn’t shock us one bit. We only think it silly. 


VERREKER : 


As you please, dear. But if that’s the only way in 
which orphans can be kept alive I think you’d better 
drown them—and I’ve been an orphan myself. 


Lapy DENISON : 

Do you mind talking about something else for a 
moment, Hugh? I think I hear William with the 
coffee, and he mightn’t like it. 

(WiLLIAM comes in and hands coffee, and departs 
again. While he is doing so Hytton obligingly 
comes to the rescue with a new subject.) 


HYLTon : 
Did you get as far as Croome this afternoon, Mrs. 
Eversleigh? 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


Yes. Poor Lady Seathwaite is still in bed. But 
the doctor says she may be able to come down on 
Monday. 
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VERREKER : 
What’s the matter with Lady Seathwaite? (Mrs. 
EVERSLEIGH ignores him) 
Lapy DENISON : 


She has a bad attack of gout. She has it every 
autumn. 


VERREKER : 
I see. (tersely) Over-eats herself. 


Mrs. EvERSLEIGH 
(sharply) : 
Mr. Verreker, will you kindly remember that Lady 
Seathwaite is a friend of mine? And that I do not 
care to hear her insulted ? 


VERREKER 
(blandly) : 

I’d no intention of insulting her, Mrs. Eversleigh. 
It was only a suggestion to account for her indis- 
position. 

Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 


A- most uncalled-for suggestion. 


VERREKER 
(with exasperating amiability) : 
Very well. I withdraw it. I daresay she eats too 
little, and suffers from poverty of the blood. Mar- 


gery shall drive me over to-morrow afternoon, and 
we'll ask her which it is. 


MARGERY : 


Hugh, Hugh, you’re not to laugh at Aunt Emily. 
She doesn’t like it. And we can’t possibly go over 
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to-morrow afternoon because you’re coming with me 
to tea at the Vicarage. 
VERREKER : 
Let’s skip the tea. 


MARGERY : 

Certainly not. The Willises would be dreadfully 
hurt if we didn’t go. And its so unkind to disap- 
point people. 

(The electric light suddenly goes out, leaving only 
the candles on the table alight.) 
Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Good Heavens! What’s that? 
Lapy DENISON 
(calmly) : 
Only the electric light, Emily. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Only the electric light ! 


Lapy DENISON : 


It does happen sometimes. You see, Basset, who 
looks after the dynamo, isn’t really an electrician. 
He was a footman. 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH : 
Then why does he look after the dynamo? 


Lapy DENISON : 
Well, he was out of a place 
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Mrs. EVERSLEIGH: 


Muriel ! 
Lapy DENISON 
(worried) : 
What’s the matter now, Emily? Nothing else has 
happened, hasit? . . . (going on with her story 


placidly) He was out of a place, as I said. He had 
been second footman at the Fox-Wilkinsons’, at 
Abbots Ashton. But I’m afraid he sometimes took 
more to drink than was good for him. At least, he 
was found one day after luncheon in the dining-room 
quite intoxicated. So they had to send him away. 
When Margery heard of it she wanted to have him 
here—under Soames. But Soames didn’t seem to 
like the idea. He was quite indignant about it, in 
fact. So as the electric light was being put in just 
then, Margery said that Basset could be taught to 
look after the engine. But he’s not very skilful as 
yet, so the light sometimes goes out for hours at a 
time. I hope it isn’t going to to-night. (the light 
comes on again. Cheerfully) That’s better! (de- 
pressed) Now it’s gone again. (This as the light 
goes out afresh. A moment later it recovers, then 
has a series of spasms, finally settles to work again. 
Lapy Denison heaves a sigh of relief) That’s right! 


Mrs. EVERSLEIGH ; 
I thought you had given up engaging your ser- 
vants on altruistic principles, Muriel ? 
Lavy DENISON 
(quite simply) : 


So I have. But I couldn’t send Basset away, 
could I? I don’t think he could get another place. 
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Besides, he’s really wonderfully improved. He 
hardly ever takes too much now. Shall we go? 
(rises) 


(Lapy Denison, Mrs. EverRSLEIGH, and MARGERY go 

out, HyLton holding open the door for them. VER- 

REKER Strolls to the fireplace and leans against the 

mantelpiece lazily, stretching himself. - HyLTon 
returns to his seat.) 


VERREKER 
(laughing) : 
Lady Denison really is the most absurd person in 
the world. 


HYLTON : 
Is she? 
VERREKER : 
Yes. But good people always are more or less 
absurd, aren’t they? 
HYLTON 
(smiling) : 


The children of this world ave wiser than the chil- 
dren of light certainly. 
VERREKER : 
Exactly. And she’ll never learn wisdom now, 


poor lady. She’s listened to you too long. She'll 
never get the poison out of her system. 


HYLTon : 
She dismissed Soames. 


VERREKER : 


But keeps Basset. You’ve won after all. Cigar? 
(brings silver box from mantelpiece) 
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HYLTON : 
Thanks. 
VERREKER 
(re-seating himself) : 
Poor Mrs. Eversleigh! How she loathes me! 


She’ll never forgive me for having proposed to Mar- 
gery. 
HYLTON : 
It doesn’t matter. You’ve Lady Denison on your 
side. 
VERREKER : 
Thanks to you. 
HYLTON 
(lightly) : 
I don’t think J’d much to do with it. 


VERREKER : 

I know better. If it hadn’t been for you, Lady 
Denison would be still unreconciled. I’ve no illu- 
sions on that point. 

HYLTON : 


Miss Denison would have made your peace for you. 
VERREKER : 


Yes. Margery has been a brick all through. She 
always would be. But you backed her up. I won- 
der why. (pause) Why was it? 


HyLTON 
(hesitates) : 
Perhaps I felt I owed you some amends for the 


way I behaved when I first heard of your engage- 
ment. 
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VERREKER 
(raising his eyebrows) : 
I don’t know. Your attitude was a perfectly 
reasonable one. It was a most ridiculous engage- 
ment for Margery. Is, in fact. 


HyYLTon 
(cheerfully) : 
Oh, no. 
VERREKER : 


Oh, yes. I am a young man with a discreditable 
past and no future. Margery will have a good deal 
of money one day. Considered as a match for her 
its preposterous. 


HyLTon 
(shrugs) : 
I wasn’t thinking of money. 
VERREKER : 
You never are, my dear fellow. 
HYLTON 
(laughing) : 

Besides, you won’t be able to squander Miss Deni- 
son’s money even if you want to. It’ll all be tied 
up strictly in trust. 

VERREKER : 

Yes. I shall be like a dog with a biscuit perpetu- 
ally on his nose, and nobody ever saying ‘‘ Paid for.’”’ 
HyLTon 
(laughing again) : 

Something like that. 
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VERREKER: 


However, I didn’t propose to Margery for her 
money, so I don’t know that that matters. 


HyYLTon : 

Of course not. You proposed to her because you 
loved her. Because you couldn’t help seeing how 
good and unselfish and noble she is. (VERREKER 
raises his eyebrows again) No one could help loving 
Miss Denison. She has all sweet and lovable quali- 
ties. She is the most wonderfully good woman I’ve 
ever known. (and the face of the altruist glows with 
enthusiasm) 

VERREKER : 
Yes. (reflectively) It’s a great pity. 


HYLTON 
(astonished) : 
What do you mean? 


VERREKER : 


People really ought to have some redeeming vices, 
don’t you think? But Margery’s quite impeccable, 
poor dear. I remember I spoke to her about it be- 
fore I ever thought of proposing to her. 


HYLTON 
(deciding that this must be a joke): 
Scoffer ! 
VERREKER : 


Not at all. . . . Margery’s simply riddled 
with philanthropy and unselfishness, and the Devil 
know what. I call it morbid. I don’t believe she 


THE CHARITY THAT BEGAN AT HOME. I51 


ever thinks of herself at all. I’ve never known any- 
one like her before. I don’t believe there is anyone 
like her. 
HyLTon 
(serious again) : 
Miss Denison has a curiously perfect character. 


VERREKER 
(ruefully) : 
That’s what worries me. 
HYLTON : 
Teck! 
VERREKER : 


It’s all very well for you, Hylton. You've not got 
to live up to it. And if you had I daresay you 
wouldn’t mind. You’re a bit of a saint yourself. 
But for a healthy, easy-going mortal like me it’s 
rather alarming. 

HyLTON 
(rallying him) : 
You’ll get used to it. 


VERREKER : 
You think so? 
HYLTON : 
Yes—with Miss Denison’s help. Why, she’s 
helped you already more than you realise. You’rea 
different man from what you were a week ago. 


VERREKER 
(peevishly) : 
I know. That’s what’s so annoying. Fancy me 
distributing soup to old ladies and soliciting votes for 
a blighted orphan! It’s simply disgusting. 
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HyLToNn 
(quite sure this is a joke): 


Nonsense, my dear fellow. You like it really, you 
know. 


VERREKER : 


I beg your pardon! My whole soul—I think 
that’s what you call. it?—revolts against it. But I 
do it. That’s the miracle. And I did think the age 
of miracles was past! 


HYLTON : 


The age of miracles will never pass while there are 
men and women like Miss Denison in the world! 
(The utter sincerity with which Hytton says this 
makes it impossible to laugh at him, even good- 
naturedly, as VERREKER would like to do. HyLTon, 
with the glow in his face and the look of the mystic 
in his eyes, is not a man one can laugh at, while his 
absolute unconsciousness, his total lack of anything 
like pose or insincerity, makes VERREKER feel that 
he has never liked him or admired him so much 
before. It may be madness, but it is a Divine mad- 
ness. There is silence between them for a moment 
while VERREKER looks at his companion curiously. 
Then a slow smile comes into his face, and he speaks 

quietly.) 


VERREKER : 
You’re a queer chap, Hylton. 


HYLTON 
(returning to ordinary life with a start): 


Why ? 
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VERREKER 
(thinking better of it): 
Nothing. 
HYLTON 
(with utter conviction) : 


Yes. Faith can move mountains, now as always. 
And Miss Denison has faith, faith in goodness and 
in truth and in self-surrender. She’ll convert you 
yet. 


VERREKER 
(firmly) : 

No! 
HYLTON : 


She will. You laugh at altruism now. Ina year 
you'll be an altruist yourself. And it’s your mar- 
riage that will have done it. 


VERREKER 
(a light dawning on him): 
So that’s why you approve of this absurd marriage. 


HyYLToNn 
(nods) : 
It’s to save a soul. 
VERREKER : 
More philanthropy ! 
HyYLToNn 
(accepting the scoff good-humouredly) : 


More philanthropy. This marriage is going to be 
the making of you. It will help you to find yourself. 
Your true self. 
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VERREKER 
(sardonically) : 
I should have thought I’d managed that. 


HYLTON 
(all the optimist coming out in him) : 

You’re wrong. Your real self is not the healthy, 
easy-going person you talk of. It’s the strong, self- 
restrained, self-denying man, Miss Denison will put 
in his place. (enthusiastic) There’s nothing the 
love of a really good woman can’t do for a man. It 
brings out all that is fine in his nature, and drives out 
all that is base. That is what your marriage will do 
for you! 

VERREKER : 

The deuce it will! 


HyYLTon 


(collapsing under this cold douche—as I’m afraid 
VERREKER meant him to do): 


But I must apologise for talking to you like this. 
I’m afraid it bores you. 
VERREKER 
(a little penitent) : 
Not a bit. I like it. 
HYLTON 
(shaking his head) : 
No. 
VERREKER : 


Yes, I do. In fact, I’m rather interested in the 
Psychology of Benevolence just now. Please go on. 
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HYLTON 
(laughing) : 

Not to-night. Besides, we ought to be moving. 
(rises) 

VERREKER : 

Perhaps so. (rises. He seems to reflect for a 
moment) Will Margery always be as good as she is 
now, do you suppose? 

HyYLTon 
(unhesitatingly) : 
I’ll stake my life on it. 
VERREKER 
(eyebrows raised) : 
No chance of her outgrowing it ? 


HyYLToNn 
(firmly) : 


None! 
VERREKER : 

An! I hoped she might. Well, Hylton, 
I’m glad to have had this chat with you. You really 
are a good chap, you know. And if you can go on 
being friends with a sweep like me I shall be grateful. 


HyYLTon 
(smiling) : 
I think I shall manage that. 


VERREKER 
(half to himself) : 
I’m not so sure. 
(They stroll towards the door; but before they have 
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had time to reach it, MARGERY enters, and at once 
begins to scold them, in high good - humour.) 


MARGERY : 
You rude people! You’ve stayed much too long 
over your cigars. How is poor William to clear 
away ? 
VERREKER : 


Can’t he do that to-morrow morning ? 


MARGERY : 
That shows how much you know about managing 
a household ! 
HYLTON : 
We were just coming, Miss Denison. 
MARGERY : 

You’re too late now. Mother’s gone to bed. 
She’s tired. And Aunt Emily’s going, too. She’s 
cross. AndsoamI. I’m offended. 

VERREKER : 
Stay five minutes. Sit down here. 
MARGERY : 
No! 
VERREKER : 
He sits 


Yes. (puts her gently in his own chair. 
on an arm of armchair) And give me a cigarette. 


MARGERY : 
Ought you to smoke any more? 
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VERREKER : 
No. But Iwill. (does so) 


MARGERY 
(cheerfully) : 
I’ve been getting some more letters done for Mary 
Gamage. 
VERREKER : 
That infernal orphan ! 


MARGERY : 
Sh! So you won’t have quite seventy-five more 
to write. 
VERREKER : 
Thank heaven ! 
MARGERY 
(gaily, quite blind to the enormity of the suggestion 
from VERREKER’S point of view) : 

I think you might get up and do a few before 
breakfast to-morrow, just to show your gratitude? 
I’ll help. I should like to get them all off before we 
go to the Vicarage. 

VERREKER : 

Margery, I refuse! 


MARGERY 
(unruffled) : 

Very well. But you’re very foolish. Before 
breakfast is the nicest part of the day at this time of 
year. You lazy people who don’t come down till 
half-past nine don’t know what you’re missing. 
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VERREKER : 
We'll take your word for it. 


MARGERY 
(ignoring this sarcasm) : 


Will you come to tea at the Mackworths’ on Fri- 
day, Mr. Hylton? 


HYLTON : 
Certainly, if you like. 


MARGERY : 
You must come, too, Hugh. 


VERREKER : 
All right. Who are the Mackworths ? 


MARGERY 


(seemingly unconscious of the appalling character of 
the programme) : 


They live in a funny little house in the village. Old 
Mrs. Mackworth’s very deaf, and he can’t hear much 
either, so they don’t have many visitors. It’s so tir- 
ing talking to deaf people, isn’t it? One has to 
shout so. But I always try to go at least once when 
we’re down here. It cheers them up, I think. I’m 
glad you’re both coming. (VERREKER takes cigar 
ette from between his lips and groans) And now | 
really must go to bed. Good-night. 


VERREKER 
(detaining her) : 
No. Stop a bit longer. 
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MARGERY 
(shaking her head with mock firmness) : 


Can’t. 
VERREKER : 

Yes, you can. Just till I’ve finished this. Be- 
sides, I’ve something rather particular to say to you. 
HyLTon 
(rising) : 

In that case perhaps I’d better retire to the library ? 


VERREKER : 


Do. I'll be with you in two minutes. 
(HyLtTon goes out, and there is a brief silence. 
VERREKER 1s. plunged in thought, and his brow 
puckers.) 


MARGERY 
(merrily) : 
Well? What is this important thing you’ve got 
to say to me? 
VERREKER : 

I’ll tell you. (pause. Looks at her fixedly for a 
moment or two) By Jove, you are pretty, Margery. 
MARGERY : 

I don’t think that’s very important. 


VERREKER : 


Then you’re very much mistaken! . . . How- 
ever, that’s not what I had to say. (pause. He 
pulls himself together with an effort, and speaks 
gravely but kindly) Margery, I want you to break 
off our engagement. 
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MARGERY 
(unable to believe her ears) : 
Hugh! 
VERREKER 
(gently) : 

My dear, I don’t like saying it, and I hope you 
don’t like hearing it—though I don’t want it to hurt 
you too much either. But I’ve been thinking things 
over, and I’m quite sure we two oughtn’t to marry. 


MARGERY : 
Why not? 
VERREKER : 
For lots of reasons. I’m not good enough for 
you, Margery, and that’s the long and short of it. 
MARGERY : 
What nonsense ! 
VERREKER : 
It’s not nonsense at all, unfortunately. It’s a 


painful truth. Mrs. Eversleigh was right. I ought 
never to have proposed to you. 


MARGERY 
(sadly) : 


Do you mean you don’t love me, Hugh, as you 
thought you did? 


VERREKER : 
No. I don’t mean that. I love you as much as 
ever, more perhaps now that I’m going to lose you. 


But on every ground except love I’m quite unfit to 
marry you. 
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MARGERY 
(pleading) : 


Surely love is enough? 


VERREKER 
(almost impatient at what he considers the colossal 
ineptitude of that remark) : 


No. It isn’t. Margery, let’s face facts, and not 
shirk them as everyone else seems to do. Marriage 


isn’t a thing to be romantic about. It lasts too 
long. 
MARGERY 
Hugh! 
VERREKER : 


‘My dear, it may last forty years. Surely that’s 
long enough in all conscience! (recovering from his 
momentary irritability) Very well, then. As one 
marries for a long time one should choose carefully, 
reasonably. One mustn’t be carried away by pas- 
sion. Passion’s a great thing in marriage, but 
common-sense is a greater. Now what sort of a 
life should we make of it together if we married, 
you and 1? Why, my dear, we’ve not an idea or a 
taste in common. Everything you say makes me 
laugh, and almost everything I think would make you 
blush. | It’s simply absurd for a girl like you to 
marry a fellow like me. Let’s say so frankly and 
end it. 


MARGERY 
(puzzled) : 
But, Hugh, you liked being engaged to me at first, 
didn’t you?. Why have you changed your mind? 
Have I done anything ? 
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VERREKER : 


No, dear. You’ve been absolutely sweet and 
good, as you always would be. Only you’re too 
good, and that’s all about it. 


MARGERY 


(rather hurt. She ts convinced that this must be 
one of Hucu’s jokes, and she naturally thinks it 
vather heartless of him to joke at such a moment) : 


Now you’re laughing at me. 


VERREKER 
(absolutely serious) : 


I never was further from laughter in my life. I 
say you’re too good and I mean it. You look on life 
asa moral discipline. I look on it as a means to 
enjoyment. You think only of doing what you 
imagine to be right. I think only of getting what I 
know to be pleasant. (with an ironical smile) They 
call it incompatibility of temper in the Law Courts, I 
believe. 


MaRGERY 
(puszled again) : 
I don’t understand you, Hugh. Sometimes you 


seem quite serious, and then you say something 
horrid that spoils it all. 


VERREKER : 


I know, dear. You don’t understand me, and it’s 
just as well you don’t. But that makes the idea of 
marriage between us rather ridiculous, doesn’t it? 
The sort of man you ought to marry is Hylton—who, 
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by the way, is over head and ears in love with you. 
You should have heard his eulogies over you ten min- 
utes ago. He was simply lyrical! Yes, you must 
marry Hylton. Will you? 


MARGERY 
(half laughing, half crying) : 
I’m still engaged to you, dear, so far. 


VERREKER 
(briskly) : 

I’ll release you. And you really will be happy 
with Hylton. He’s a first-rate chap. Promise me 
that when you’ve stopped mourning for me—say in 
about a fortnight’s time—you’ll seriously consider 
the possibilities of Hylton. 


MARGERY 
(more hurt and more puzzled than ever) : 
Are you really heartless, Hugh, or do you only 
pretend to be? 
VERREKER 
(shrugging his shoulders) : 
I don’t know. Ask Hylton. 


MARGERY 
(sadly) : 
I thought we’d been so happy together since we’d 
been engaged. 
VERREKER 
(heartily) : 
So we have, dear—in spite of Mary Gamage. 
But then, we’ve only been engaged a week. | And I 
feel years older for it! 
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MARGERY 
(asking the question in complete good faith) : 
Seriously, Hugh? 
VERREKER : 


I’m serious enough. (but he uses the word ina 
different sense) You think everybody can be as self- 
denying as you are, Margery. \You’ré wrong. Some 
people are born self-denying just as other people are 
born self-indulgent. 


MARGERY 
(encouragingly) : 
But you may change. 


VERREKER 
(another moment of impatience) : 


Men don’t change, Margery. They repent, but 
they don’t reform. (the moment passes) And so 
our engagement has been a mistake. It’s my fault, 
I know. I ought to have thought of all this before I 
asked you to marry me. But you were so pretty 
and—well, I didn’t. Will you forgive me? 


MARGERY : 
(gravely and a little sadly) : 


Of course I forgive you, Hugh. It’s not your 
fault. You thought you loved me and you asked me 
to marry you. Now you find you don’t, and you 
ask me to release you. You’ve been quite kind and 
straightforward. There’s nothing to forgive. 


VERREKER 
(with the nearest approach to emotion that he has 
allowed himself since the beginning of this scene) : 
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My dear, my dear, it’s not that. I loved you be- 
fore. I love you still. I believe I shall always 
love you—so long as I don’t marry you. But mar- 
ried we should be miserable. 


MARGERY 
. (gently) : 
I don’t think I should be miserable. 


VERREKER 
(briskly) : 

I know I should. At first I should be as unselfish 
as the deuce just to oblige you. But after a bit I 
shouldn’t be able to stand it, and I should strike. 
And then you’d be disappointed, and I should be dis- 
agreeable, and our marriage would become a tragedy. 
(sincerely) I don’t want that to happen. I’d rather 
you found me out now while you’re still fond of me 
than later when. you had come to hate me. 


MARGERY : 
I should never hate you, Hugh. 


VERREKER : 


You couldn’t help yourself, my dear. An un- 
happy marriage would demoralise even you. They 
say some forms of suffering ennoble people, and put- 
ting up with what one doesn’t like is supposed to 
be good for the character—though I’m sure I don’t 


know why. But an.unhappy marriage never en- 
nobled man or woman. It makes them peevish and 
unreasonable. It sours their tempers and _ ruins 


their digestions. My parents didn’t get on together, 


166 THE CHARITY THAT BEGAN AT HOME. 


and I know. If the parsons cared two straws about 
morality instead of thinking only of their dogmas, 
they’d make divorcing one’s wife as easy as dismiss- 
ing one’s cook. Easier. 


MARGERY : 
Hugh! 


VERREKER : 


They would! When married people don’t hit it 
off, they jar. There’s no middle course. And when 
the jarring has gone on for a certain length of time 
it gets past bearing. Human nerves won’t stand it. 
Nothing will enable them to stand it. Not love, nor 
religion, nor all the seven deadly virtues. Socrates 
was a good man, but he made his wife pretty un- 


happy. 
MARGERY 
(the tears are dangerously near her eyes) : 
And you think I should make you unhappy ? 


VERREKER 
(cheerfully) : 
I’m sure of it. So let’s behave accordingly. 


(more gently. The danger of tears has been averted) 
Come, Margery, say you release me and get it over. 


MARGERY 
(slowly) : 


Very well. If you really wish it . . . you’re 
sure you do wish it? 
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VERREKER : 

Quite. Thanks, dear. You’ve behaved like a 
trump, as you always do. And I think I must kiss 
you good-bye. (does so tenderly) Don’t say any- 
thing to the others till after I’ve left. I rather dread 
Mrs. Eversleigh’s unconcealed satisfaction. I shall 
go to-morrow. 


MARGERY : 
Very well. If you’d rather not. 


VERREKER 
(looking at her half ironically) : 
I’m afraid you think I’ve been a selfish beast 
about this ? 
MarRGERY 
(wistfully) : 
A little selfish, perhaps. 


VERREKER : 

You’re wrong. For the first, and I hope the last, 
time in my life I’ve done an unselfish action. I’m a 
pauper, you know, and you’re something of an 
heiress. And I’ve given you up without compensa- 
tion.  (dispassionately) It’s rather to my credit. 


MARGERY 
(sadly) : 
Only because you wouldn’t be happy. 


VERREKER : 

No. Because you wouldn’t be happy. I should 
have been all right. But I had to put it the other 
way or you wouldn’t have let me go. J should have 
given up philanthropy after the first six weeks and 
had no end of a good time. But you’d have been 
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wretched. We’ve done the right thing. (rising) 
And-you won’t forget about Hylton, will you? Shall 
we go in? (he goes and opens the door for her 
They go out as the curtain falls) 
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THE CASSILIS ENGAGEMENT. 
ACT I. 


ScENE:—The white drawing-room at Deynham 
Abbey, a very handsome room furnished in the 
Louts Seize style. There are big double doors at 
the back, and a large tea-table, with teacups, etc., 
on cloth, stands rather to the left of it. There 
is a large French window open on the left of the 
stage, with a sofa in front of it facing the view. 
On the opposite side of the room is the fireplace, 
but there is no fire as the month is August. Two 
or three armchairs stand near it. When the 
curtain rises the Rector is standing judicially on 
hearthrug. He seems about to hum a tune, but 
thinks better of it. Mrs. HERRIEs ts standing by 
window. Presently she crosses to her husband, 
and sits in one of the armchairs. The REcTOR is 
a rubicund, humorous-looking man of fifty; his 
wife a prosperous-looking lady a few years 
younger. 

Mrs. HERRIES : 


I wonder what can be keeping Mrs. Cassilis ? 
RECTOR 
(back to fire): 
My dear, I told you we oughtn’t to have called. 
On so sad an occasion 
Mrs. HERRIES: 


My dear Hildebrand, it’s just on these sad occa- 
sions that a visit is so consoling. One should 
always call after a birth, a funeral 
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BUTLER 
(showing in Lapy REMENHAM and her daughter) : 


I will tell Mrs. Cassilis you are here, my lady. 
She will be down in a moment. 


Lapy REMENHAM : 

Thank you. How do you do, Mrs. Herries? 
How do yau do, Rector ? 
(Lapy REMENHAM goes towards fireplace and shakes 
hands. She is a dignified old lady of about sixty. 
Her normal expression is one of placid self-assur- 
ance, but to-day she has the air of disapproving of 
something or somebody. MABEL is a very pretty 
girl of two and twenty. Lapy REMENHAM seats her- 
self comfortably by Mrs. Herries. Masel goes 

over to window, where the RECTOR joins her.) 


Mrs. HERRIES: 
How do you do, Lady Remenham ? 


RECTOR : 
How do you do, Mabel? 


Lapy REMENHAM : 
You’ve heard this dreadful news, haven’t you? 
(Rector makes sympathetic gesture) 
Mrs. HEeErRIES: 
Yes. Poor Mrs. Cassilis. 


Lapy REMENHAM: 


Poor Adelaide, indeed! That unhappy boy! 
But there! How any mother can allow such a 


thing to happen passes my comprehension. To get 
engaged ! 
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RECTOR, 
(nods sympathetically) : 

Just so. 

LaDy REMENHAM : 

Engagements are such troublesome things. They 
sometimes even lead to marriage. But we’ll hope 
it won’t be as bad as that in this case. You’ve not 
heard who she is, I suppose? 


Mrs. HERRIES 
(shaking her head mournfully) : 


No. 
Lapy REMENHAM: 


Ah. Someone quite impossible, of course. Other- 
wise Adelaide would have told me in her letter. 


Mrs. HERRIES: 
I’m afraid so. 


Lapy REMENHAM 
(irritably) : 

It’s really extremely wicked of Geoffrey. And so 
silly, too!—which is worse. A temporary infatua- 
tion I could understand, terminated by some small 
monetary payment. It would have been regrettable, 
of course, but young men are like that. And 
Adelaide could have stopped it out of his allow- 
ance. But an engagement! I am quite shocked at 
her. 


MABEL 
(at window, turning to her mother) : 


Don’t you think, mamma, we might leave Mrs. 
Cassilis to manage her son’s affairs her own way? 
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Lapy REMENHAM : 


She has not managed them. That’s exactly what 
I complain of. I can’t altogether acquit the Rector 
of some blame in the matter. He was Geoffrey’s 
tutor for years. They used to say in my young 
days, ‘‘ Train up a child in the way he should go 


RECTOR 
(attempting a mild jest): 
And when he’s grown up he’ll give you a great 
deal of anxiety. So they did! So they did! 


Lapy REMENHAM 
(severely) : 
That is not the ending J remember. 


RECTOR: 


That is the Revised Version. (Mrs. HERRIES 
frowns. She feels this is not a moment for levity) 


Lapy REMENHAM : 


I dare say. They seem to alter everything nowa- 
days. But, if so, I hardly see the use of educa- 
tion. 


RECTOR 
(obstinately cheerful) : 


I have long been of that opinion, Lady Remen- 
ham. (Mrs. Cassiuis, in a charming flutter of 
apologies, enters at this moment. She is a very 
pretty woman of forty, tall and graceful, and ex- 
quisitely dressed) 
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Mrs. CassILis: 


You must forgive me all of you. I had some 
letters to finish. (general handshake. Kiss to 
MaBeL) Dear Mabel. How do you do, Mrs, 
Herries? 


RECTOR : 
How do you do, Mrs. Cassilis? 


Lapy REMENHAM: 
My dear Adelaide, what a charming gown! But 
you always do have the most delightful clothes. 
Where do you get them? 


Mrs, CASssILis : 

Clarice made this. (two footmen bring the tea- 
table down into the middle of the room. The 
Butler, who has brought in a teapot on a salver, 
places it on the table, and brings up a chair for Mrs. 
Cassius. The footmen go out) 


Lapy REMENHAM : 


Clarice? The wretch! She always makes my 
things atrociously. If only I had your figure! 


i 
4 


Mrs. CAassILis : 

Excuse me, dear. (to BuTLer) ‘The carriage 
has gone to the station to meet Lady Marchmont, 
Watson? 

BUTLER : 

Yes, madam. It started five minutes ago. (exit 

BuTLER) 
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Mrs. CAassILis 
(to Lapy REMENHAM) : 


I’m so glad you like it. (goes to tea-table and 
seats herself) 
Lapy REMENHAM: 
Is Margaret coming to stay with you? 


Mrs. CASSILIs : 
Yes, for ten days. 


Lapy REMENHAM 
(drawing chair up to table): 


And now will you please pour out my tea? I 
have come here to scold you, and I shall require 


several cups. 
Mrs. CassILis 
(quite cheerful) : 


To scold me? Won't you all bring your chairs 
to the table? (they all do so) Rector, where are 
you? (to Lapy RemMENHAM) Cream? 


Lapy REMENHAM : 
Thank you. And a small lump. 


Mrs. CASSILIs : 
And why am I to be scolded ? 


LaDy REMENHAM : 


You know quite well. (sternly) Adelaide, what 
is this I hear about Geoffrey’s engagement ? 
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Mrs. CassILis 
(not at all disturbed) : 

Oh, that? Yes, Geoffrey has got engaged to a 
girl in London. Isn’t it romantic of him! I know 
nothing whatever about her except that I believe she 
has no money, and Geoffrey. is over head and ears 
in love with her. 


Mrs. HERRIES 
~(blandly) : 
My dear Mrs. Cassilis, I should have thought that 
was quite enough! 
Mrs. CASSILIS: 


Rector, will you cut that cake? It’s just by your 
hand. 
Lapy REMENHAM 
(refusing to be diverted from the task of cross-exam- 
ination) : 
Where did he meet her? 


Mrs. CAassILis: 
In an omnibus, I understand. 


Lapy REMENHAM 
(scandalised) : 
An omnibus ! 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 


Yes. That was so romantic, too! One of. the 
horses fell down, and she was frightened. They 
thought she was going to faint. Geoffrey got her 
out, took charge of her, discovered her address, and 
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took her home. Wasn’t it clever of him? Of 
course, she asked him to come in. He was intro- 
duced to her mother. And now they’re engaged. 
(gives cup to REcTOR) 


LaDy REMENHAM 
(with awful dignity) : 
And what is the name of this young person? 


Mrs. CASSILis: 
Borridge. 
Lapy REMENHAM : 


Borridge! Mabel, my love, pray remember if 
ever you come home and inform me that you 
are engaged to a person of the name of Borridge I 
shall whip you. (puts down cup) 

MABEL : 


Very well, mamma. 


Mrs. CASSILIis: 
Another cup? 
Lapy REMENHAM : 


Thank you. Rather less sugar this'time. (gives 
cup) I never could understand why you let Geoffrey 
be in London at all. Alone too. Young men ought 
never to be allowed out alone at his age. They are 
so susceptible. , 


MABEL : 
Geoffrey has his profession, mamma. 


Mrs. CAassILIs : 
Geoffrey’s at the Bar, you know. 
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Lapy REMENHAM : 

The Bar! What business has Geoffrey to be at 
the Bar! Deynham has the best shooting in. the 
Shires, and in the winter there’s the hunting. What 
more does he want? It’s disgraceful. 


RECTOR 
(another mild effort at humour) : 


My dear Lady Remenham, you’re sure you’re not 
confusing the Bar with the Dock? 


Mrs. HERRIES: 

Hildebrand ! 

Lapy REMENHAM 
(impatiently) : 

The Bar is a good enough profession, of course. 
But only for very younger sons. Geoffrey will have 
Deynham some day, and twelve thousand a year. 
I don’t think Adelaide need have made a little at- 
torney of him. 


Mrs. CASSILIs : 
Young men must do something, don’t you think ? 


Lapy REMENHAM 
(briskly) : 

Certainly not! It’s this vulgar Radical notion 
that people ought to do things that is ruining Eng- 
lish Society. What did Mr. Borridge do, by the 
way? 

Mrs. CASSILIS 
(hesitates) : 


He was a bookmaker, I believe. 
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Lapy REMENHAM 
(triumphantly) : 
There, you see! That’s what comes of doing 
things ! 
Mrs. CassILis 
(slight shrug. Pouring herself out more tea, and 
still quite unruffled) : 

Well, I’m afraid there’s no use in discussing it. 
They’re engaged, and Miss Borridge is coming 
down here. 

Mrs. HERRIES: 

Coming here! 


Lapy REMENHAM : 
Coming here! ! ! 


Mrs. CaAssIuis: 
Yes. On a visit. With her mother. 


Lapy REMENHAM 
(putting down her cup with a touch of solemnity) : 


Adelaide, are you—excuse my asking the question 
—are you quite in your right mind? 


Mrs. CASSILIS 
(laughing) : 
I believe so. 


Lapy REMENHAM : 

You’ve noticed nothing? No dizziness about the 
head? No singing in the ears? (Mrs. Cassi.is 
shakes her head) And yet you ask this young 
woman to stay with you! And her mother! 
Neither of whom you know anything whatever 
about ! 
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Mrs. CASSILIs : 
Another cup? (Lapy RemMeEnuaM shakes her head 
irritably) 
Lapy REMENHAM : 
Is Mr. Borridge—Ugh !—coming too? 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 
He is dead, I believe. 


Lapy REMENHAM : 
That, at least, is satisfactory. 


MABEL: 
Mamma! 
LaDy REMENHAM: 


Mabel, I shall do my duty whatever happens. 
(turning to Mrs. CassiLis again) And does Mrs. 
Borridge carry on the business? I think you said 
he was a boot-maker ? 


MABEL : 
Book-maker. 


Mrs. CassILis 
(refusing to take offence): 
No. I believe he left her some small annuity. 


Lapy REMENHAM : 
Annuity? Ah, dies with her, of course? 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 
No doubt. 
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Lapy REMENHAM 
(gasps) : 
Well, Adelaide, I never should have believed it of 
you. To ask these people to the house! 


Mrs. CASSILIS: 
Why shouldn’t I ask them? — Geoffrey tells me 
Ethel is charming. 
Lapy REMENHAM : 
Ethel ? 
Mrs. CASSILIS : 
Miss Borridge. 
Lapy REMENHAM : 


Bah! (enter BUTLER, showing in another visitor. 
This is Lapy MarcHmMont, Mrs. CassILis’s sister. 
She is a woman of about five-and-forty. She wears 
a light travelling cloak. She is not unlike Mrs. 
CASSILIS in appearance and manner, but is of a 
more delicate, fragile type) 


BUTLER : 
Lady Marchmont. 


Mrs. CAaSsILis 
(rising) : 
Ah, Margaret. How glad I am to see you. 
Some more tea, Watson. 


Lapy MarcHMONT 
(kisses her) : 


Not for me, please. No, really. My doctor 
won’t hear of it. Hot water with a little milk is the 
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most he allows me. _How do you do, dear? (shak- 
ing hands with the others) How do you do? How 
do you do? (BUTLER goes out) 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 
How’s the General ? 


Lapy MARCHMONT : 


Very gouty. His temper this morning was atro- 
cious, poor man. 


Lapy REMENHAM 
(shakes her head) : 


You bear it like a saint, dear. 


Lapy MArcHMONT 
(philosophically, sitting in armchair after laying 
aside her cloak): 

Yes—I go away a good deal. He finds my ab- 
sence very soothing. That’s why I was so glad to 
accept Adelaide’s invitation when she asked me. 


Mrs. CASSILIS: 


My dear, you’ll be invaluable. I look to you to 
help me with my visitors. 


Lapy REMENHAM: 


Poor Margaret. But you always were so unsel- 


fish. 
Lapy MARCHMONT : 


P 


Are they very 


Lapy REMENHAM : 
Very. 
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Mrs. CassILis 
(laughing) : 
My dear, Lady Remenham knows nothing what- 
ever about them. 


Lapy REMENHAM 
(firmly) : 

I know everything about them. The girl has no 
money. She has no position. She became engaged 
to Geoffrey without your knowledge. She has a 
perfectly dreadful mother. And her name is Bor- 
ridge. 

Lapy MarcHMONT 
(raising her brows) : 
When are they coming? 


. Mrs. Cassiuis: 


I expect them in half an hour. The carriage was 
to go straight back to the station to meet them. 


Lapy REMENHAM 
(ruffling her feathers angrily) : 


I hope Geoffrey is conscious of the folly and wick- 
edness of his conduct. 


Lapy MarcuHMont : 
Where is he, dear? 


Mrs. CASSILIs: 


He’s down here with me—and as happy as pos- 
sible, I’m glad to say. 
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LaDy REMENHAM : 

Extraordinary! But the young men of the pre- 
sent day are extraordinary. Young men nowadays 
seem always to be either irreclaimably vicious or 
deplorably silly. I prefer them vicious. They give 
less trouble. My poor brother Algernon—you re- 
member Algernon, don’t you, Rector? He was an- 
other of your pupils. 

RECTOR 
(sighs) : 
Yes, I remember. 


Mrs. HERRIES: 


Major Warrington hasn’t been down for quite a 
Jong time, has he? 


Lapy REMENHAM : 


No. We don’t ask him to Milverton now. He 
comes to us in London, but in the country one has 
to be more particular. He really is dreadfully dis- 
sipated. Always running after some petticoat or 
other. Often more than one. But there is safety 
in numbers, don’t you think? 

RECTOR : 

Unquestionably. 

LaDy REMENHAM : 

Algernon always says he is by temperament a 
polygamist. I don’t know what he means. How- 
ever, I’ve no anxiety about him. He never gets en- 
gaged. He’s far too clever for that. I wonder if 
he could help you out of this dreadful entanglement ? 
In a case of this kind one should have the very best 
advice. 


* 
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Mrs. CAassILis 
(laughing) : 
I shall be delighted to see Major Warrington— 
though not for the reason you suggest. 


‘Lapy REMENHAM: 


Well, Vil ask him down. Remenham won’t like 
it. He disapproves of him so much. He gets quite 
virtuous about it. But that sort of moral indigna- 
tion should never be allowed to get out of hand, 
should it? (RecTOR nods) Besides, he’s away 
just now. I'll write to Algernon directly I get back, 
and I’ll bring him over to dinner one day next week. 
Say Thursday? 


Lapy MARCHMONT : 
Do, dear. I adore Major Warrington. 


Lapy REMENHAM: 


I dare say. (preparing to go)  He’s not your 
brother. Meantime, I can ask him whether he 
knows anything against Mrs. Borridge. But he’s 
sure to. He knows nearly all the detrimental peo- 
ple in London, especially if their daughters are in 
the least attractive. 


Mrs. CAassiLis 
(smiling) : 


You’ll come with him on Thursday, won’t you? 
And Mabel? (Maseru rises) 


Lapy REMENHAM: 


Perhaps that will be best. Then I can keep my 
brother within bounds. Poor Algernon is apt to 


*. 
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take too much champagne unless I am there to pre- 
vent him. And now, dear, I really must go. (she 
and MaxBeL go up towards door) Good-bye. 


Mrs. CASssILIs : 
You won’t stay to meet Mrs. Borridge? 


Lapy REMENHAM 
(shudders) : 


I think not. Thursday will be quite soon enough. 
Good-bye, Mrs. Herries. (as they reach door 
GEOFFREY opens it, and almost runs into her arms) 
Ah, here is the young man who is causing us all this 
distress. 

GEOFFREY : 


I, Lady Remenham? (shakes hands) How do 
you do, Aunt Margaret? (shakes hands with 
others) 


‘Lapy REMENHAM 
(shakes hands) : 


You. What do you mean by getting engaged to 
someone we none of us know anything about ? 


MABEL : 
Mamma! 


Lapy REMENHAM: 


I consider your conduct perfectly heartless. Its 
foolishness needs no comment from me. 


GEOFFREY : 
Really, Lady Remenham 
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Lapy REMENHAM : 

Tut, tut, sir. Don’t ‘‘ really’’ me. I’m ashamed 
of you. And now I’ll be off before I quarrel with 
you. Come, Mabel. (sweeps out, followed by 
Maser. GEOFFREY opens door for them, and then 
takes them down to their carriage) 


Mrs. HERRIES: 
I think we ought to be going, too. Come, Hilde- 
brand. (shakes hands) 
(Mrs. CassILis rings.) 


RECTOR: 


Good-bye, Mrs. Cassilis. Let’s hope everything 
will turn out for the best. 


Mrs. HERRIES: 
It never does. Good-bye. 


Mrs. CAassILis 
(going towards door with Rector) : 
Good-bye. (shakes hands warmly) And you’ll 
both come and dine on Thursday, won’t you? To- 


morrow week that is. Major Warrington will want 
to see his old tutor. 


RECTOR : 
You’re very good. (he and Mrs. HERRIES go 
out) 
Mrs. CASSILis 
(returning to her sister): 
Dear Lady Remenham! What nonsense she 
talks. 
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Lapy MarcuHMont : 


People who talk as much as that must talk a good 
deal of nonsense, mustn’t they? Otherwise they’d 
have nothing to say. (re-enter GEOFFREY) 


GEOFFREY : 
Lady Remenham seems ruffled. 


LaDy MARCHMONT : 
About your engagement? I’m not surprised. 


GEOFFREY : 
I don’t see what it’s got to do with her. 


Lapy MARCHMONT : 
You must make allowance for a mother’s feelings, 
my dear Geoffrey. 
GEOFFREY 
(pats Mrs. Cassiuis’s hand, then goes to tea-table 
and helps himself to tea) : 


Lady Remenham isn’t my mother. She’s my 
god-mother. 
Lapy MARCHMONT : 
She’s Mabel’s mother. 


Mrs. CASSILIs: 
Sh! Margaret. 


Lapy MarcHMONT : 


My dear, there’s no use making mysteries about 
things. Geoffrey was always supposed to be going 
to marry Mabel ever since they were children. ,He 
knows that. 
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GEOFFREY : 
That was only boy and girl talk. 


Lapy MARCHMONT : 
For you, perhaps. 


GEOFFREY : 


And for her. Mabel never expected 


(pause. 
He thinks) 


Lapy MarcHMONT : 
Did you ever ask her? 
GEOFFREY : 
But I never supposed 


Lapy MarcHMONT: 


I think you should have supposed. <A boy should 
be very careful how he encourages a girl to think 
of him in that way. 


GEOFFREY : 
But I’d no idea. Of course, I like Mabel. I 
like her awfully. | We’re like brother and sister. 


But beyond that (pause) Mother, do you 
think I’ve behaved badly to Mabel? 
Mrs. CAssILis 
(gently) : 
I think perhaps you’ve a little disappointed her. 


GEOFFREY 
(peevishly) : 


Why didn’t somebody tell me? How was I to 
know? 
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Lapy MarcHMONT: 


My dear boy, we couldn’t be expected to know 
you were absolutely blind. 


Mrs. CASSILIS: 
Margaret, you’re not to scold Geoffrey. I won’t 
allow it. 
GEOFFREY : 


Mother, dear—you won’t allow this to make any 
difference? With Ethel, I mean? 


Mrs. CAaSSILIs : 
Of course not, Geoff. (lays hand on his) 


GEOFFREY 
(earnestly) : 
She’s so fond of me. And I’m so fond of her. 
We were made for each other. I couldn’t bear it if 
you were unkind to her. 


Mrs. CassIiLis: 


My dear Geoff. I’m sure Ethel is everything that 
is sweet and good, or my boy wouldn’t love her. 
And I intend to fall in love with her myself directly 
I set eyes on her. 


GEOFFREY : 


Dear mother! (pats her hand affectionately. 
Pause; then, thoughtfully) Wm afraid you’ll find 
her mother rather trying—at first. She’s not quite 
a lady, you know. . . . But she’s very good- 
natured. 
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Mrs. CASSILIS 
(cheerfully) : 


Well, well, we shall see. And now run away, 
dear, and leave me to talk to Margaret, and I’ll un- 
dertake that all symptoms of crossness shall have 
disappeared before our visitors arrive. 


GEOFFREY : 
All right, mother. (kisses her and goes out) 


Lapy MarcHMONT 
(looking after him reflectively) : 
How you spoil that boy! 


Mrs. CASSILIS 
(lightly) : 

What else should I do with him? He’s my only 
one. Mothers always spoil their sons, don’t they? 
And quarrel with their daughters. More marriages 
are due to girls being unhappy at home than most 
people imagine. 

Lapy MaRcHMONT : 
And yet Geoffrey wants to leave you, apparently, 


Mrs. CassILis 
(smiling bravely; but her eyes have a suspicion of 
moisture in them) : 


Evidently I didn’t spoil him enough. 


Lapy MarcuMont 
(washing her hands of the whole affair) : 


Well, I’m glad you’re pleased with this engage- 
ment. 
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Mrs. CassILis 


(sudden change of manner. Her face loses its 
brightness, and she suddenly seems to look older) : 
Pleased with it! Do you really believe that? 


Lapy MarcHMONT : 
Didn’t you say so? 


Mrs. CassILis 
(shrugs): 
To Lady Remenham and Mrs. Herries. Yes. 


Lapy MArRcHMONT : 
And to Geoffrey. 


Mrs. CASssILis : 
And Geoffrey, too. (half to herself) Mothers 
can’t always be straightforward with their sons, 
can they? 


Lapy MARCHMONT : 
Why not? 
(There is a pause while Mrs. CassiLis makes up her 
mind whether to answer this or not. Then she 
seems to decide to speak out. She moves nearer to 
her sister, and when she begins her voice is very 
firm and matter-of-fact.) 


Mrs. CASSILIs : 


My dear Margaret, what would you do if your son 
suddenly wrote to you that he had become engaged 
to a girl you knew nothing whatever about, a girl 
far beneath him in social rank ? 
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LaDy MARCHMONT 
(firmly) : 
I should have forbidden the engagement. _For- 
bidden it absolutely. 
Mrs. CASSILIS : 
Without seeing the girl? 


Lapy MARCHMONT : 


Certainly. The mere fact of her accepting my son 
before I had ever set eyes on her would have been 
quite enough. 


Mrs. CasSILIs.: 


But supposing your son were of age and indepen- 
dent ? 


Lapy MarcHMONT 
(impatiently) : 
Geoffrey isn’t independent. 


Mrs. CassILis : 
He has five hundred a year. 


Lapy MarcuMOnt 
(contemptuously) : 
What’s that? 
Mrs. CASsILIs : 
Besides, Geoffrey knows I should always be willing 
to help him. 
Lapy MARCHMONT : 


That’s just it. He ought not to have known. 
You ought to have made it clear to him from the first 
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that if he married without your consent he would 
never have a penny from you, either now or at your 
death. Deynham isn’t entailed, fortunately. 


Mrs. CASSILISs : 
But, my dear, I couldn’t disinherit Geoffrey ! 
How could I? 


Lapy MArCcHMONT 
(shrugs) : 
You could have threatened to. And then the girl 
wouldn’t have accepted him. 


Mrs. CASSILIs: 


I don’t know. (thoughtfully) Five hundred a 
year may seem a considerable sum to her. 


Lapy MaRrcCHMONT 
(horrified) : 
Is it as bad as that? 


Mrs. CaSsILis 
(trying to smile): 
Besides, she may be really in love with him. 
Lapy MarcHMONT 
(snappish) : 
What has that to do with it? 


Mrs. CASSILIS: 


Young people. In love. They are seldom pru- 
dent, are they? 


wat 
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Lapy MArRCHMONT 
Still, I should have forbidden the engagement. 
Mrs. CASSILIs : 
And then? 
LaDy MaRrCHMONT : 
What do you mean? 


Mrs. CASSILIS: 
If Geoffrey had defied me? Boys can be very 
obstinate. 
Lapy MarcHMONT : 


I should have refused ever to see him again. 


Mrs. CASSILIs : 

Ah, Margaret, I couldn’t do that. Geoffrey is 
everything I have. He is my only son, my joy and 
my pride. I couldn’t quarrel with him whatever 
happened. (Lapy Marcumont leans back with 
gesture of impatience) No, Margaret, my plan was 
the best. 

Lapy MARCHMONT : 


What is your plan? 


Mrs. CassILis 
(quite practical) : 

My plan is to give the thing a fair trial Ask 
her down here. Ask her mother down here. And 
see what happens. 

Lapy MARCHMONT 
(looking at her narrowly) : 
Nothing else? 
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Mrs. CASSILISs : 
Nothing else—at present. 


Lapy MarcHMONT: 


You could have done that without sanctioning 
the engagement. 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 


Yes. But love thrives on opposition. There’s a 
fascination about a runaway match. It has 
romance. Whereas there’s no romance at all about 
an ordinary wedding. It’s only dull and rather vul- 
gar. (wearily) And, after all, the girl may be 
presentable. 


Lapy MarcuHMonrtrv: 


Borridge! (crisply) I’m not very sanguine 
about that. 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 


Anyhow, she’s pretty, and Geoffrey loves her. 
That’s all we know about her at present. 


Lapy MARCHMONT : 

Wretched boy. To think he should have allowed 
himself to be caught in this way! . . . Don’t 
you think you might have asked the daughter with- 
out the mother ? 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 


So Geoffrey suggested. He seemed rather nerv- 
pus about having her here. She’s rather a terrible 
person, I gather. But I said as we were marrying 
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into the family we mustn’t be unkind to her. (with 
a slow smile) Poor boy, he rather blenched at that. 
I think he hadn’t associated Mrs. Borridge with his 
matrimonial schemes. It’s just as well he should 
do so at once, don’t you think ? 


BUTLER : 


Mrs. and Miss Borridge. (enter Mrs. BORRIDGE 
and ETHEL) 


(Both rise. | Lapy MarcuMont turns sharp round 
to look at the newcomers. Mrs. CASSsILIs goes up 
to meet them with her sweetest smile. Nothing 
could be more hospitable than her manner or more 
gracious than her welcome. The change from the 
Mrs. CassILis of a moment before, with the reso- 
lute set of the lips and the glitter in the eyes, to this 
gentle, caressing creature, does the _ greatest 
credit to her powers of self-control. Lapy Marcu- 
MONT notices it, and is a little shocked.) 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 


How do you do? How do you do, my dear? 
(kisses ETHEL) Tell Mr. Geoffrey, Watson. I 
hope you’ve not had a tiring journey, Mrs. Bor- 
ridge? (exit BUTLER) 


Mrs. BoRRIDGE : 

Not at all; Mrs. Cassilis. We ’ad—had—the 
compartment to ourselves, bein’ first class. As I 
says to my girlie, ‘‘ They’ll very likely send the car- 
ridge to meet us, and it looks better for the ser- 
vants.’’ 


(Mrs. BoRRIDGE comes down stage. She is a large, 
gross woman, rather over-dressed in inexpensive 
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materials. Too much colour in her hat and far too 
much in her cheers. But a beaming, good-natured 
harridan for all that. As a landlady you would 
vather like her. She smiles nervously in Lapy 
MARCHMONT’S direction, not sure whether she ought 
to say anything or wait to be introduced. Her 
daughter keeps by her side, watching. to. see she 
doesn’t commit herself, and quite sure that she will. 
ETHEL is pretty but second-rate, but has had the 
sense to dress simply, and therefore is less appal- 
lingly out of the picture than her far more amiable 
mother.) 


Mrs. Cassis : 

Let me introduce you. Mrs. Borridge—Lady 
Marchmont, Miss Borridge. (Lapy MarcHMoNntT 
bows) 

Mrs. BorriDGE 
(extends gloved hand) : 

How do you do, Lady Marchmont? Proud, I’m 
sure. 

(Lapy Marcumont finds nothing to say, and for the 
moment there is a constrained pause. | Then enter 
GEOFFREY hurriedly.) 


GEOFFREY 
(with as much heartiness as he can muster, but it 
rings a little hollow) : 
How do you do, Mrs. Borridge? — Ethel, dear, 
how long have you been here? I didn’t hear you 
come? (kisses her) 


ETHEL : 
We’ve only just got here. 
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Mrs. BorRRIDGE 
(subsiding into an armchair) : 
Don’t apologise, Geoffy. Your ma’s been enter- 
taining us most kind. 
GEOFFREY 
(with look of gratitude to Mrs. CassItis) : 
Dear mother. 
Mrs. BoRRIDGE : 
Well, how are you, Geoffy? You look first-rate. 
GEOFFREY : 
Oh, I’m all right. 
Mrs. BoORRIDGE : 
And what a fine ’ouse—house—you’ve got! Quite 
a palace I declare! 
GEOFFREY : 
I’m glad you like it. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE: 
And it’ll all be yours some day. Won’t it? 


ETHEL 
(pulls her sleeve) : 
Mother ! 
GEOFFREY : 


That’s as my mother decides. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE : 
Then you’re sure to ’ave it. I know what 
mothers are! And what a ’andsome room, too. 
Quite like the Metropole at Brighton. (enter Mrs. 
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CassILis’s maid. She is in a perfectly plain. black 
dress, and looks enormously more like a lady than 
ETHEL) 
Malp : 
Can I have your keys, madam? 
Mrs. BorRriDGE 
(surprised) : 
My keys? ' 
MalIp : 
The keys of your, trunks, madam, 


Mrs. BORRIDGE : 
Certainly not. Who ever ’eard of such a thing? 


MaIp : 
1 thought you might wish me to unpack for you, 
madam. 
Mrs. BoRRIDGE 


(bristling) : 
Oh. Did you! I don’t want no strange girls 
ferriting in my boxes. (ETHEL nudges her arm) 


What is it, Eth? .Oh, very well. But I’m not 
going to let her all the same. No, thank you. 


Mrs. CassILis 


(quite self-possessed. LLapy MARCHMONT nervously 
avoids her eye): 


Mrs. Borridge will unpack for herself, Dorset. 
(Marp bows, and turns to go out) Wait a moment. 
(Maip pauses at door) Would you like to take off 
your things at once, Mrs. Borridge? If so, Dorset ~ 
shall show you your room. And I’ll have some tea 
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sent up to you there. You'll want it after your 
journey. (feels teapot). This is quite cold. What 
do you say, Ethel? 


ETHEL : 


Thank you, Mrs. Cassilis. A cup of tea would 
be very nice. 


Mrs. CASSILIs: 


Show Mrs. Borridge her room, Dorset. (Mrs. 
BorripcE rises) And take her up some tea. Din- 
ner will be at eight. You’ll ring if there’s anything 
you want, won’t you? 


Mrs. BORRIDGE: 
Thank you, Mrs. Cassilis. 


(Mrs. BorripGe waddles out, beaming. She feels 
that her first introduction to the houses of the great 
has gone off successfully. GEOFFREY holds the 
door open for them, and gives ETHEL a sly kiss in 
passing. Mrs. Cassitis makes no sign, but one 
can feel her shudder at the sound. GEOFFREY 
comes down to her a moment later, brimming with 
enthusiasm.) 


GEOFFREY ! 


Well, mother what do you think of her? Isn’t 
she sweet? 


Mrs. CASssILis 


(gently) : 
She’s very pretty, Geoff. (lays hand on his) 


GEOFFREY : 
And good! You don’t know how good she is! 
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Mrs. CASSILIs : 
SG long as she’s good to my boy that’s all I ask. 


GEOFFREY : 


Dearest mother. (kisses. her demonstratively) 
Now I'll go and dress. (goes out quickly, with a 
boyish feeling that he has been rather too demon- 
strative for a true-born Englishman) 


LaDy MArRCHMONT 


(There is a long pause, during which Lapy Marcu- 

MONT looks at her sister, Mrs. Cassiis at nothing. 

The latter is evidently in deep thought, and seems 

to have almost forgotten her sister’s presence. At 

last LaDy MARCHMONT speaks with the stern accent 
of ‘I told you so.’’) 


And that’s the girl your son is to marry. 


Mrs. CASSILIs : 


Marry her! Nonsense, my dear Margaret. 
(The curtain falls.) 


ACT II. 


Scene :—The lawn at Deynham. Time, after break- 
fast the following morning. Under a tree stand 
two or three long wicker chairs, with bright red 
cushions. On the right stands the house, with 
windows open on to the terrace. A path on the 
left leads to the flower garden, and another on the 
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same side to the strawberry beds. When the 
‘curtain rises, Mrs. Cassiuis comes on to the ter- 
vace, followed by ETHEL, and a little later by Mrs. 
Borripce. The last-named is flushed with food, 
and gorgeously arrayed in a green silk blouse. 
She is obviously in the best of spirits, and is gen- 
erally terribly at ease in Zion. 

Mrs. CASSILIS : 
Shall we come out on the lawn? It’s such a per- 

fect morning. 
ETHEL’: 


That will be jolly, Mrs. Cassilis. (they come 
down) When I’m in the country I shall always eat 
too much breakfast and then spend the morning on 
a long chair digesting it.. So will mother. 


Mrs. BoRRIDGE: 
How you go on, dearie! 


Mrs. CASSILIs : 


Try this chair, then. (slightly moving long chair 
forward) Mrs. Borridge, what kind of chair do you 
like? 


Mrs. BorRIDGE: 

This’ll do. I’m not particular. (subsides into 
another long chair) Am I showing my ankles, Eth? 
ETHEL ; 

Sh! mother! (giggles) 


Mrs. BORRIDGE : 
Well, I only asked, dearie. 
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Mrs. CAssILis: 


I wonder if you’d like a cushion for your head? 
Try this. (puts vivid red cushion behind Mrs. 
BORRIDGE’S vivid green blouse. The effect is elec- 
trifying) 

Mrs. BORRIDGE : 


That’s better. (Mrs. Cassitis sinks negligently 
in wicker chair and puts up white lace parasol) 


ETHEL 
(sigh of content) : 
I call this Heaven, Mrs. Cassilis. 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 

That’s right, my dear. Are you fond of the 
country ? 

ETHEL: 

I don’t know. I’ve never been there so far. Not 
to the real country, I mean. Mums and I have a 
week at Brighton now and then. And once we went 
for a month to Broadstairs after I had the measles. 
But that’s not exactly country, is it? 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 

You’re sure to like it. Geoffrey loves it. He’s 
never so happy as when he’s pottering about Deyn- 
ham with his gun. 

ETHEL: 
Doesn’t he get tired of that? 
Mrs. CASSILIS : 
Oh, no. Besides, he doesn’t do that all the year 
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round. He rides ‘a ‘great deal. We’ve very good 
hunting at Deynham. Are you fond of horses? 
<a Be ETHEL : 
I can’t bear them, Mrs. Cassilis. 
Mrs. BorrRIDGE : 


_ When she was a little tot her father put ’er—her 
——on a pony and she fell off. It didn’t hurt.’er, but 
the doctor said ’er nerve was shook. And now she 
can’t bear ’orses. 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 
What a pity! Ido hope you won’t be dull while 
you’re with us. Perhaps you’re fond of walking ? 


ETHEL: 


Yes. I don’t mind walking—for a little. If 
there’s anything to walk to. 


Mrs. CASsILIs : 

We often walk up Milverton Hill on fine after- 
noons to see the view. | It’s. the highest point about 
here. 

ETHEL 
(stifling a yawn) : 
Is it, Mrs. Cassilis ? 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 
And no doubt we shall find other things to amuse 
you. What do you like? 
ETHEL : 


Oh, shops and theatres, and lunching at restau- 
rants and dancing, and, oh, lots of things. 
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Mrs. CAssILIs: 

I’m afraid we’ve no shops nearer than Leicester, 
and that’s twelve miles away. And we’ve no 
restaurants at all. But { daresay we could get up 
a dance for you. 

ETHEL 
(clapping her hands): 

That’ll be sweet! I simply love dancing. And 
all the rest of the time I shall sit on the lawn and 
grow fat, like mummy. (protest from Mrs. Bor- 
RIDGE) Oh, yes, I shall. : 

Mrs. BORRIDGE : 

Ethel, don’t be saucy. 

ETHEL 
(laughing) : 

Mummy, if you scold me you’ll have to go in. 

It’s far too hot to be scolded. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE: 

Isn’t she a spoilt girl, Mrs. Cassilis? What they 
taught you at that boarding school, miss, I don’t 
know. Not manners, / can see. 

ETHEL 
(ruffling her mother’s wig): 
There! there! mums. Was ’em’s cross? 


Mrs. BorRIDGE 
(pettishly) : 
Stop it, Ethel, stop it, I say. Whatever will 
Mrs. Cassilis think of you! 
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Mrs. CassILis 
(smiling sweetly) : 


Don’ t scold her, Mrs. Borridge. It’s so pleasant 
to see a little high Spirits, isn’t it? 


Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(beaming) : 

Well, if you don’t mind, Mrs. Cassilis, I don’t. 
But it’s not the way girls were taught to behave in 
my young days. 

ETHEL 
(slight yawn) : 
That was so long ago, mums! 


Mrs. CAassILis 
(rising) : 

Well, I must go and see after my housekeeping. 
Can you entertain each other while I’m away for a 
little? My sister will be down soon, I hope. She 
had breakfast in her room. And Geoffrey will be 
back in half an hour. I asked him to ride over to 
Milverton for me with a note. 


ETHEL: 


We shall be all right, Mrs. Cassilis. | Mother’ll 
go to sleep. She always does if you make her too 
comfortable. | And then she’ll snore, won’t you, 
mums? (Mrs. CassiLis goes into the house, smil- 
ing bravely to the last) 


Mrs. BorriIDGE 
(alarmed) : 


Ethel, you shouldn’t talk like that before Mrs. 
Cassilis. She won’t like it. 
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As } ETHEL: 
“Oh, yes’ she will: And I’m going to make her 
like me awfully. What lovely clothes she has! I 
wish you had lovely clothes, mums. 
Mrs. BoRRIDGE: 

What’s the matter with my clothes, dearie? I 
’ad on my best silk last night. And I bought this 
blouse special in the Grove only a week ago SO as 
to do you credit. 

ETHEL : 
I know... Still . . ..=Coypldn’t you. have 
chosen something quieter? : 
Mrs. BorRIDGE: 
Oh, no, dearie. I ’ate quiet things. 
ETHEL’: 
Hate, mother. 
Mrs.. BORRIDGE : 

Hate, then. Give me something cheerful. 

ETHEL 
(hopelessly) : 

Very well, mummy. 

Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(imploring) : 

But do be careful what you say before Mrs. Cas- 

silis. She’s not used to girls being so free. 
Bree: 


Oh, yes she is, mums. All girls are like that 
nowadays. All girls that are ladies, I mean. They 
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bet, and talk slang, and smoke cigarettes, and play 
bridge. I know all about that... I’ve read about 
it in the ‘‘ Ladies’ Mail.’’ One of them put ice 
down her young man’s back at dinner, and when 
he broke off his engagement she only laughed. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(lamentably) : 


Oh, dear, I do hope there won’t be ice for dinner 
to-night. 
ETHEL 
(laughing) : 


Poor mums, don’t be anxious. I’ll be very care- 
ful, I promise you. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(lamentably) : 


You’re so ’eadstrong. And I do want to see you 
married and respectable. I wasn’t always respect- 
able myself, and I know what it means for a girl. 
Your sister Nan, she’s gay, she is. She ’adn’t no 
ambition. An’ look what she is now! 


ETHEL 
(looking round nervously) : 
If Geoff were to hear of it! 


Mrs. BorRIDGE : 
’E won’t. Not ’e! I’ve seen to that. 


ETHEL: 
These things always get known somehow. 
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Mrs. BoORRIDGE : 


Nan’s changed ’er name. Calls ’erself' Mrs. 
Seymour. An’ she never comes to see us now. If 
she did, I’d show ’er the door fast enough, _Dis- 
gracin’ us like that! 


ETHEL: 
Poor Nan! 


Mrs. BorRIDGE 
(warmly) : 


Don’t you pity ’er. She don’t deserve it. She 
treated us like dirt. She’s a bad ’un all through. 
I’ve done things myself as I didn’t ought to ’ave 
done. But I’ve always wanted to be respectable. 
But it’s not so easy when you’ve your living to make 
and no one to look.to. (ETHEL nods) Yes, I’ve ’ad 
my bad times, dearie. But I’ve pulled through 
them. And I made your father marry me. No one 
can deny that.. It wasn’t easy. An’ I had to give 
him all my savings before e’d say SY 68 ae AG 
even then I’ wasn’t ’appy till we’d been to church, 
Babe did marry me in the end. An’ then you was 
born, an’ I says my girl shall be brought up respect- 
able. She shall be a lady. And some day, when 
she’s married an’ ridin’ in her carriage, she’ll say, 
‘*Tt’s all mother’s doing.’’ (wipes her eyes in 
pensive melancholy) 


ETHEL : 
How long were you married to father, mums? 


Mrs. BORRIDGE: 


Only eight years, dearie. Before that I was 
*ousekeeper. 


is 
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‘ETHEL: 

His, mummy, 

Mrs. BorRRIDGE : 

Very well, ‘dearie. (with quiet satisfaction) 
Father drank ’isself to death the year Ben d’or won 
the Ledger. (shaking: her head) He lost a pot o’ 
money over that, and it preyed on ’is mind. So he 
took to the drink. If he ’adn’t insured ’is life an’ 
kep’ the premiums payed we should ’ave been in 
the ’ouse, that’s where we should ’ave been, dearie. 


ETHEL : 
» Poor dad! 
fer | Mrs. BorrIDGE: 


Yes.' .’E ’ad°’is faults. ~But ’e was a ‘kind- 
’earted man, was Joe Borridge. ’E died much re- 
spected. (cheering up) An’ now you’re engaged to 
a real gentleman! That’s the sort for my Eth! 


ETHEL : 
Oh! sh! mums. (looking round nervously) 


Mrs. BorRRIDGE: 


No one’ll hear. And if they do, what’s the harm? 
You’ve got ’is promise. 


ETHEL : 
His, mother. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE: 
You can hold ’im—him—to it. 
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ETHEL 
(nodding) : 
Yes. Besides, Geoff’s awfully in love with me. 
And I really rather like him, you know—in a way. 


Mrs. BorrRIDGE: 

I know, dearie. Still, I'd get something from 
"im on paper if I was you, something that’ll’old 
‘im. The men takes a bit of ’olding nowadays. 
They’re that slippy! You get something that’ll 
’old ’im. That’s what I always say to girls. Let- 
ters ‘is best. Oh, the chances’ I’ve seen missed 
through not gettin’ something on paper! 


ETHEL 
(confidently) : 
You needn’t worry, mummy. Geoff’s all right. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE: 


I dare say. Still, I’d like something the lawyers 
can take hold of. Geoffy may get tired of you, 
dearie. Men are that changeable. J know them! 


ETHEL 
(viciously) : 
He’d better not! I’d make him pay for it! 


Mrs. BoORRIDGE : 


So you could, dearie, if you ’ad somethin’ on 
paper. (ETHEL shrugs impatiently) Well, if you 
won’t, you won’t. But if anythin’ happens don’t 
say I didn’t warn you, that’s all. I wish Geoffy was 
a lord, like Lord Buckfastleigh. 
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ETHEL : 
I don’t. 


Mrs. BorRRIDGE: 


Well, not just like Buckfastleigh, per’aps. But 
still, a lord. You never did like Buckfastleigh. 


ETHEL : 
That old heast ! 
Mrs. BoRRIDGE 
(remonstrating) : 


He’s been a good friend to us, dearie. And he 
is an earl whatever you may say. 


ETHEL: 
Pah! 
Mrs. BorRIDGE: 


And he’s rich. Richer than Geoffy. And he’s 


awfully sweet on you, dearie. I believe he’d ’ave 
married you if ’is old woman ’ad turned up ’er toes 
last autumn. And he’s seventy-three. He 
wouldn’t ’ave lasted long. 
ETHEL 
(fiercely) : 


I wouldn’t marry him if he were twice as rich— 
and twice as old. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(placidly) : 

I dare say you’re right, dearie. He’s a queer ’un 
is Buckfastleigh. But he offered to settle five thou- 
sand down if you’d go to Paris with ’im. Five thou- 
sand down on the nail. He wasn’t what you’d call 
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sober when he said it, but he meant it. I dare say 
he’d ’ave made it seven if you hadn’t boxed ’is ears. 
(ETHEL laughs) |Wasn’t 1, savage when you did 
that, dearie! But you was right ’as it turned out. 
For Geoffy proposed next day. And now you’ll bea 
real married woman. . There’s nothing like being 
married. It’s so respectable.. When you’re mar- 
ried you can look down on people. _ And that’s what 
every woman wants. That’s why I pinched’ and 
screwed and sent you to boarding school. I said 
my girlie shall be a real lady. And she is. (much 
moved at the reflection) 


ETHEL ; 

Is she, mums? 

Mrs. BorRIDGE: 

Of course, dearie.. ,..That’s; why she’s ’ere. 
Deynham Abbey, two .footmen in livery, fire in ’er 
bedroom, evenin’ dress every night of ’er life. Lady 
Marchmont invited to meet her! ©’ Everythin’’ tip 
top! And it’s not a bit too good for my girl. It’s 
what she was made for. 


ETHEL 
(thoughtfully) : 
I wish Johnny Travers had had some, money. 
Then I could have married him. 


Mrs. BorRRIDGE: 
Married ?im—him!. Married a .auctioneer’s clenk! 
without twopence to bless ’isself. I should think 
not indeed! Not likely! 
ETHEL : 
Still, I was awfully gone on Johnny. 
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Mrs. BorRIDGE 
(decidedly) : 
Nonsense, Eth. I should ’ope we can look ’igher 
than that! 


ETHEL: 


Sh! mother. Here’s Geoff. 
(GEOFFREY, in riding breeches, comes out of the 
house.) 


GEOFFREY : 


Good morning, dear. (kisses ETHEL) I thought 
I should be back earlier, but I rode over to Milver- 
ton for the mater. (to Mrs. Borripce) Good 
morning. 

Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(archly) : 

You ’aven’t no kisses to spare for me, ’ave you, 
Geoffy? Never mind. You keep ’em all for my 
girl. She’s worth ’em. 


GEOFFREY 
(caressing her hand) : 


Dear Ethel. 
Mrs. BorriDcE: 


How well you look in those riding togs, Geoffrey ! 
Don’t ’e Eth? (endeavouring to hoist herself out 
of her chair) 

ETHEL 
(smiling at him) : 
Geoff always looks well in everything. 
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Mrs. BORRIDGE: 


Well, I'll go indoors and leave you two to spoon. 
That’s what you want, I know. I’ll go and talk to 
your ma. (waddles off into the house, beaming) 


GEOFFREY 
(picking rose and bringing it to ETHEL) : 
A rose for the prettiest girl in England. 
ETHEL : 
Oh, Geoff, do you think so? 
GEOFFREY : 


Of course. The prettiest and the best. (takes 
her hand) 
ETHEL : 


You do really love me, Geoff, don’t you? 


GEOFFREY : 
Do you doubt it? (kisses her) 


ETHEL : 
No; you’re much too good to me, you know. 


GEOFFREY : 
Nonsense, darling. 


ETHEL: 

It’s the truth. You’re a-gentleman and rich, ‘and 
have fine friends. While mother and I are common 
as common. 

GEOFFREY 


(firmly) : 
You’re not. 
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ETHEL : 


Oh, yes we are. Of course, I’ve been to school, 
and been taught things. But what’s education? 
It can’t alter how we're made, can it? And she 
and J are the same underneath, 


GEOFFREY; 


Ethel, you’ *re not to say ch things, or to think 
them. 


ETHEL : 
But they’re true, Geoff. 


GEOFFREY : 
They’re not. (kisses her) Say they’re not. 


ETHEL 


(shakes her head) : 
No. 


GEOFFREY : 
Say they’re not. (kisses her) Not! 


ETHEL : 
Very well. They’re not. 


GEOFFREY : 
That’s, right. (kiss), There’s a reward. 
ETHEL 
(pulling herself away) : 


I wonder if I did right to'say ‘‘ Yes’’ when you 
asked me, Geoff? Right for you, I mean. 
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GEOFFREY : 

Of course you did, darling. You Jove. me, don’t 
you? 

ETHEL: 

But wouldn’t it have been best for you if I’d said 
““No’’? Then you’d have married Lady Somebody 
or other, with lots and lots of money, and lived 
happy ever afterwards. 

GEOFFREY 
(indignantly) : 

I shouldn’t. 

ETHEL ; 

Oh, yes, you would. 


GEOFFREY : 
And what would you have done, pray? 


; ETHEL: 

Oh, I should have taken up with someone else, or 
perhaps married old Buckfastleigh when his wife 
died. 

GEOFFREY : 

Ethel ! 

ETHEL : 

I should. I’m not the sort to go on moping for 
long. I should have been awfully down for a bit, 
and missed you every day. But by and by I should 
have cheered up and married someone else... I could 
have done it. I could! 


GEOFFREY : 
And what about me? 
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ETHEL : 

Wouldn’t you have been happier in the end, dear? 
I’m not the sort of wife you ought to have married. 
Some day I expect you’ll come to hate me. (sighs) 
Heigho. if 

GEOFFREY 
(softly) : 
You know I shan’t, dear. 


ETHEL : 

But I did so want to marry a gentleman. Mother 
wanted it, too. (quite simply) So I said ‘‘ Yes,”’ 
you see. 

GEOFFREY 
(drawing her to him): 


Darling! (kisses her tenderly) 


ETHEL : 

Geoff, what did your mother say when you told 
her we were engaged? Was she dreadfully down 
about it? 

GEOFFREY : 


No. 
ETHEL: 


On your honour? 


GEOFFREY : 


On my honour. Mother never said a single word 
to me against it. Lady Marchmont scolded me a 
bit. She’s my aunt, you see. 


ETHEL: 
Old cat! 
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GEOFFREY : 


And so did Lady Remenham. She’s my god- 
mother. But mother stood up for us all through. 


ETHEL 
(sighs) : 
{ shall never get on with all your fine friends, 
Geoff. 
GEOFFREY : 


You will. Anyone who’s as pretty as my Ethel! 
can get on anywhere. 


ETHEL : 


Yes, I am pretty, aren’t I? I’m glad of that. 
It makes a difference, doesn’t it? 


GEOFFREY : 

Of course. In a week you’ll have them all run- 
ning after you. 

ETHEL 
(clapping her hands): 

Shall I, Geoff? Won’t that be splendid! (kisses 
him) Oh, Geoff, I’m so happy. When shall we 
be married ? 

GEOFFREY : 

I’m afraid not till next year, dear. Next June 
mother says. 

ETHEL 
(pouting) : 
That’s a long way off, Geoff. 
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GEOFFREY! 


«Yes; but mother says you’re to be here a great 
deal: between now and:then, almost all the time, in 
fact. So it won’t be so bad, will it? 


ETHEL : 
Why does your mother want it put off till then? 


GEOFFREY : 


Something about the London season, she said. 
We shall be married in London, of course, because 
your mother’s house is there. 


ETHEL : 
Oh, ‘yes, of course. 
GEOFFREY : 

And besides, mother ‘says she never believes in 
very short. engagements. She says girls some- 
times don’t quite know their own minds. I said I was 
sure you weren’t like that. But she asked me to 
promise, so I| did. 

ETHEL : 

Well, that’s settled then. (jumping up) And 

won’t it be nice to be married. Really married! 


. . . And now I want to do something. I’m 
tired of sitting still. What shall it be? 


GEOFFREY 
(with brilliant originality) : 
We might go for a walk up Milverton Hill. The 
view there’s awfully fine. (looks at watch) But 
there’s hardly time before lunch. 
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ETHEL ; 
Besides, I should spoil my shoes. (puts out. foot, 
the shoe of which is manifestly not intended for 
country walking) 


GEOFFREY : 

Suppose we go to the strawberry bed ‘and eat 
strawberries ? 

ETHEL: 

Oh, yes, that'll be splendid. I.can be so deli- 
ciously greedy over strawberries. (puts her arm in 
his, and he leads her off to the strawberry beds. 
As they go off, Mrs. Cassiris, Lapy MARcHMONT, 
and Mrs. BoRRIDGE come down. from terrace) 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 
Going for a stroll, dears? 


GEOFFREY : 
Only as far as the strawberry bed, mother dear. 


Mrs. CASSILIs : 
Oughtn’t dear Ethel to havea hat? The sun is 
very hot there. 


ETHEL : 
I’ve got a parasol, Mrs. Cassilis. 
(They disappear down the path.) 
Mrs. BorrIDGE 
(rallying her) : 
You weren’t down to breakfast, Lady March- 


mont. 
Lapy MarcHMONT : 


No, I—had a headache. 
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Mrs. CASSILIS : 

Poor Margaret. 

Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(sympathetically) : 

It’s ’eadachy weather, isn’t it. (subsiding into a 
chair.’ Mrs. Borriwce makes it a rule of life never 
to stand when she can sit) 

Lapy MARCHMONT : 

I suppose it is. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE : 
Or perhaps it was the oyster patties last night? 


I’ve often noticed after an oyster I come over quite 
queer. Specially if it isn’t quite fresh. 


Lapy MarcHMONT : 
Indeed ! 


Mrs. BorRIDGE: 


Yes. But crabs is worse. Crabs is simply poison 
to me. 
Lapy MarcHMONT 


(faintly) : 
How extraordinary. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE: 


They are, I do assure you. If I touch a crab I’m 
that ill nobody would believe it. 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 

Well, Margaret, I expect you oughtn’t to be 
talked to or it will make your head worse. You 
stay here quietly and rest while I take Mrs. Bor- 
ridge for a stroll in the garden. 
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LaDy MaRcHMONT : 

Thank you. (closing her eyes) My head’is a 
little bad still. 
Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(confidentially) : 

Try a drop of brandy, Lady Marchmont. My 
*usband always said there’s nothing like brandy if 
you’re feeling poorly. 


Lapy MarcHMONT : 


Thank you. I think I’ll just try what rest will 
do. 
Mrs. CASSILIS 
(making Lapy Marcumont comfortable) : 
I expect that will be best. Put your head back, 


dear. Headaches are such trying things, aren’t 
they, Mrs. Borridge? This way. And you’re to 
keep quite quiet till luncheon, Margaret. (LApy 


MarcCHMONT closes her eyes, with a sigh of relief. 
After a moment enter BUTLER from house, with 
Mrs. Herries) 
BUTLER : 
Mrs. Herries. 
Lapy MARcHMONT 
(rises, and goes up to meet her) : 


How do you do? Mrs. Cassilis is in the garden, 
Watson. (to Mrs. Herries) She has just gone 
for a stroll with Mrs. Borridge. 


Mrs. HERRIES: 


Oh, pray don’t disturb her. Pray don’t. I can 
only stay for a moment. Literally a moment. 
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Lapy MARCHMONT : 
. But she would be so sorry to miss you. .. Will 
you let her know, Watson? She went that way. 
(pointing to path along which Mrs. CassILis went 
a moment before) 


BUTLER : 
Yes, my lady. 
LaDy MARCHMONT : 


And how’s the dear Rector? (she and Mrs. 
Herries sit) You’ve not brought him with you? 


Mrs. HErRRIES : 


No. He was too busy. There is: always so 
much to do in these small parishes, isn’t there? 


Lapy MARCHMONT : : 
Indeed ? 


Mrs. HERRIES: 


Oh, yes. There’s the garden—and the pigs. 
The Rector is devoted to his pigs, you know. And 
his roses. 


Lapy MarcHMONT: 


The Rector’s roses are quite famous, aren’t they? 
(But Mrs. Herries has not come to Deynham to 
talk horticulture, but to inquire about a far more 
interesting subject. She looks round cautiously, 
and then, lowering her voice to an undertone, puts 

the important question.) 


Mrs. .HERRIES: 


And now tell.me, dear Lady Marchmont, before 
Mrs. Cassilis comes back, what is she like? 
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Lapy ‘MARCHMONT : 
Really, dear Mrs. Herries, I, think I must leave 
you to decide that for yourself. 


Mrs. HErRIES 
(sighs) : 
So bad as that! ‘The Rector feared so. And 
the mother? (no answer) ,Just so! What a pity. 
An. orphan is so .much easier to deal with. 


Lapy MARCHMONT 
(laughing slightly) : 

You may be glad to hear that Mr.. Borridge is 
dead. 

Mrs. HERRIES: 

So Mrs. Cassilis said. How fortunate! How 
very fortunate! (Mrs. Cassivis, followed by 
Mrs. BorripceE, return from their walk. WaTsoNn 
brings up the rear) 


Mrs. HERRIES : 


Dear Mrs. Cassilis, how do you do? (sympathe--. 
tically) How are you? 


Mrs. Cassius 
(rather amused at Mrs. Herriss’s ebiborats bed- 
side manner) : 
Quite. well, thanks. It’s Margaret who is un- 
well. 
Mrs. HerRRIES 


Indeed! She didn’t mention it. 

Lapy MAarRCHMONT 
(hurriedly) : 
J have'a headache. | 
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Mrs. HERRIES: 
I’m so sorry. 
Mrs. CASSILIs 
(sweetly) : 
You have heard of my son’s engagement, haven’t 
you. Dear Ethel is with us now, I’m glad to say. 
Let me introduce you to her mother. 


Mrs. HERRIES: 
How do you do? (bows) What charming 
weather we’re having, aren’t we? 
Mrs. CassILIs : 
You'll stay to luncheon now you are here, won’t 
you? (Mrs. BorripGE subsides into a chair) 
Mrs. HERRIES: 
I’m afraid I mustn’t. I left the Rector at home. 
He will be expecting me. 
Mrs. CASssILIs : 
Why didn’t you bring him with you? 
Mrs. HERRIES: 
So kind of you, dear Mrs. Cassilis. (nervously) 
But he hardly liked How is poor Geoffrey ? 
Mrs. CassILis 
(cheerfully) : 
He’s very well. He’s in the kitchen garden with 


Ethel. At the strawberry bed. You’ll see them if 
you wait. 


Mrs. HERRIES 
(hastily) : 
I’m afraid I can’t. In fact, I must run away at 
once. I only looked in in passing, It’s nearly one 
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o’clock, and the Rector always likes his luncheon 
at one. (shakes hands with gush of sympathetic 
fervour) Good-bye, dear Mrs. Cassilis. Good-bye, 
Mrs. Borridge. (bows) 


Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(stretching out her hand) : 
Good-bye, Mrs.—I didn’t rightly catch your name. 


Mrs. HErRIES: 
Herries. _ Mrs. Herries. (shakes hands nerv- 
ously) 
Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(heartily) : 
Good-bye, Mrs. ’Erris. 


Mrs. CASSILIs: 


And you’re coming over to dine on Thursday? 
That’s to-day week, you know. And the Rector, of 
course. You won’t forget? 


Mrs. HERRIES: 


With pleasure. Good-bye, Lady Marchmont. 
(looks at Mrs. BorripGE, who has turned away, 
then at Lapy Marcumont, then goes off, much de- 
pressed, into the house. Pause) 


Mrs. BORRIDGE: 

I think I’ll be going in, too, Mrs. Cassilis, just 
to put myself straight for dinner. 
Mrs. CASSILIS : 


Yes. . Do. Luncheon will be ready in half .an 
hour. (Mrs. Borripce waddles off into the house 
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complacently. Lapy Marcumont sinks limply into 
a chair, with a smothered groan. Mrs. CAassIvis 
vesumés her natural voice) How’s your headache, 
Margaret? Better? ; 


Lapy MARCHMONT : 


Quite well. .. In fact, I mever had a headache. 
That was a little deception on my part, dear, to 
excuse my absence from the breakfast table. Will 
you forgive:me?) (Mrs. CassiLis nods without a 
smile. She looks perfectly wretched. Lavy MaRrcu- 
MONT makes a resolute effort to cheer her up by 
adopting a light tone, but it is obviously an effort) 
Breakfasts are rather a mistake, aren’t they? So 
trying to the temper. And that awful woman! I 


felt a brute for deserting you. On the very first 
morning, too. But I didn’t feel strong enough to 
face her again so soon... How could Geoffrey do 
it! ; 


Mrs. CASssILis 
(grimly): | 
Geoffrey’s not going to marry Mrs. Borridge. 


Lapy MarcHMONT : 


He’s going to marry the daughter. © And ‘she'll 
grow like her mother ultimately. All girls do, poor 
things. 


Mrs. CassiI.is 
(sighs) : 

Poor Geoffrey. I suppose there’s something 
wrong in the way we bring boys up. When they 
reach manhood they seem quite unable to distin- 
guish between the right sort of woman and—the 
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other sort. A pretty face, and they’re caught at 
once. It’s only after they’ve lived for a few years 
in the world and got soiled and hardened—got what 
we Call experience, in fact—that they even begin to 
understand the difference. 


Lapy MarcHMONT 
(decidedly) : 
You ought to have sent Geoffrey to a public 
school. His father ought to have insisted on it. 


Mrs. CASSILIs : 


Poor Charley died when Geoff was only twelve. 
And when I was left alone I couldn’t make up my 
mind to part with him. Besides, I hate the way 
public school boys look on women. 


Lapy MARCHMONT: 
Still, it’s a safeguard. 


Mrs. CAassILis 
(dismally) : 

Perhaps it is. 
(Neither of the sisters speak for a moment. Both 
are plunged in painful thought. Suddenly Lapy 
Marcumont looks up and catches sight of Mrs. 
CassiLis’s face, which looks drawn and miserable. 

She goes over to her with something like a cry.) 


Lapy MaARCHMONT: 


My dear Adelaide, don’t look like that. You 
frighten me. 
Mrs. CAassILis 
(pulling herself together) : 


What’s the matter ? 
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Lapy MARCHMONT: 
Your face looked absolutely grey! Didn’t you 
sleep last night ? 
Mrs. CassILIs : 
Not very much. (trying to smile) Has my hair 
gone grey, too? 
Lapy MaRrcHMonrt : 
Of course not. 


Mrs. CASSILIs : 
I feared it might. 


Lapy MarcHMONT : 
You poor dear! 


Mrs. CASSILIS 
(impulsively) : 
I am pretty still, am I not, Margaret? 


Lapy MaRCHMONT: 
My dear, you look perfectly sweet, as you always 
do. Only there are one or two little lines I hadn’t no- 
ticed before. But your hair’s lovely. 


Mrs. CassIis 
(eagerly) : 
I’m glad of that. I shall need all my looks now— 
for Geoffrey’s sake. 


Lapy MarcHMONT 
(puzzled) : 
Geoffrey’s? 
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Mrs. CASSILIS : 
Looks mean so much to a man, don’t they? And 
he has always admired me. Now I shall want him 
to admire me more than ever. 


Lapy MarcHMONT: 
Why, dear? 
Mrs. CassILis 
(with cold intensity) : 
Because I have a rival. 


Lapy MarcHMont : 
This detestable girl? - 


Mrs. CASSILIs 
(nods) : 
Yes. 
Lapy MARCHMONT : 
My dear Adelaide, isn’t it too late now? 


Mrs. CASSILIS: 


Too late? Why, the time has scarcely begun. 
At present Geoffrey is over head and ears in love 
with her. While that goes on we can do nothing. 
(with absolute conviction) But it won’t last. 


Lapy MarcHMONT 
(surprised at her confidence) : 
Won’t it? 
Mrs. CASSILIS : 

No. That kind of love never does. It dies be- 
cause it is a thing of the senses only. It has no 
foundation in reason, in common tastes, common in- 
terests, common associations. So it dies. (with a 
bitter smile) My place is by its death bed. 
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Lapy MarcHMONT 
(with a slight shudder) : 
That sounds rather ghoulish. 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 
eaess 


Lapy MarcHMONT 
(more lightly) : 
Are you going to do anything to hasten its 
demise ? 
Mrs. CassILIs 
(quite practical) : 
Oh, yes. In the first place, they’re to stay here 
for a long visit. I want them to feel thoroughly at 


home. Vulgar people are so much more vulgar 
when they feel at home, aren’t they ? 


Lapy MarcHMONT : 


You can hardly expect any change in that direc- 
tion from Mrs. Borridge. 


Mrs. CAssILis 
(a short, mirthless laugh) : 


I suppose not. (practical again) Then I shall 
ask lots of people to meet them. Oh, lots of people. 
So that Geoffrey may have the benefit of the con- 
trast. I’ve asked Mabel to stay, by the way—for a 
week—to help to entertain dear Ethel. When those 
two are together it should open Geoffrey’s eyes more 
than anything. 


Lapy MarcHMoNrT: 
Love is blind. 
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Mrs. CassILis 
(briskly) : 
it sees a great deal better than it used to do, dear. 
lar better than it did when we were young people. 
(pause) 
Lapy MARCHMONT : 
Anything else? 


Mrs. CASSILIs : 


Not at the moment. (a ghost of a smile) Yes, 
by the way. There’s Major Warrington. 


Lapy MarcHMONT 
(shocked) : 

You’re not really going to consult that dissipated 
wretch? 

Mrs. CassILis 
(recklessly) : 

I would consult the Witch of Endor if 1 thought 
she could help me—and if I knew her address. Oh, 
I’m prepared to go any lengths. I wonder if he 
would elope with her for a consideration ? 


Lapy MarcHMONT 
(horrified) : 
Adelaide, you wouldn’t do that. It would be 
dreadful. Think of the scandal. 
Mrs. CASSILIS : 
My dear, if she would elope with Watson I’d raise 
his wages. (rises) 


Lapy MarcCHMONT : 
Adelaide ! 
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Mrs. CAassILis 
(defiantly) : 

TI would. Ah, Margaret, you’ve no children. (her 
voice quivering, and her eyes shining with intensity 
of emotion) You don’t know how it feels to see 
your son wrecking his life and not be able to pre- 
vent it. I love my son better than anything else in 
the whole world. There is nothing I wouldn’t do 
to save him. That is how mothers are made. 
That’s what we’re for. 


Lapy MaArRcCHMONT 
(slight shrug) : 
Poor girl! 
Mrs. CASSILIs 


(fiercely) : 


You’re not to pity her, Margaret. I forbid you. 
She tried to steal away my son. 


Lapy MarcHMONT: 
Still 


Mrs. CassILis 
(impatiently) : 

Margaret, don’t be sentimental. The girl’s not 
in love with Geoffrey. Anyone can see that. She’s 
in love with his position and his money, the money 
he will have some day. She doesn’t really care two 
straws for him. It was a trap, a trap from the be- 
ginning, and poor Geoff blundered into it. 


Lapy MARCHMONT: 
She couldn’t make the omnibus horse fall down! 
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; Mrs, CassIis): ; 

No. That was chance. But after that she set 
herseif to catch him, and her mother egged her on 
no doubt, and taught her how to play her fish. And 
you pity her ! 

Lapy MARCHMONT 
(soothingly) : 

I don’t really. At least, I did for a moment. ’ But 

I suppose you’re right. 


Mrs. CassILis 
(vehemently) : 

Of course I’m right. I’m _ Geoffrey’s mother. 
Who.should know if I don’t? Mothers have eyes. 
If she really cared for him I should know. I might 
try to blind myself, but I should know. But she 
doesn’t... And she shan’t marry him. She shan’t ! 


Lapy MAaRrcHMONT : 
My dear, don’t glare at me like that. ..I’m_ not 
trying to make the match. 


Mrs. CassILis : 
Was I glaring? 
Lapy MARkCHMONT : 

You looked rather tigerish. (Mrs. CassILis gives 
short laugh. Pause) By the way, as she’s not to 
be your daughter-in-law, is it necessary to be quite 
so affectionate to her all the time? It rather gets 
on my nerves. 

Mrs. CASSILIS : 


It is absolutely necessary. . If there were any 
coolness between us the girl would be on her guard, 
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and Geoffrey would take her side. That would be 
fatal. Geoffrey must never know how I feel to- 
wards her. No! When this engagement is broken 
off I shall kiss her affectionately at parting, and 
when the carriage comes round I shall shed tears. 


Lapy MARCHMONT 
(wondering) : 

Why? 

Mrs. CassILis : 

Because otherwise it would make a division be- 
tween Geoffrey and me. And I couldn’t bear that. 
I must keep his love whatever happens. And if I 
have to deceive him a little to keep it, isn’t that 
what we women always have to do? In fact, I 
shall have to deceive everybody except you. Lady 
kemenham, Mrs. Herries, the whole county. If 
they once knew they would be sure to talk. Lady 
Remenham never does anything else, does she? And 
later on, when the engagement was all over and 
done with, Geoffrey would get to hear of it, and 
he’d never forgive me. 


Lapy MarcCHMONT : 


My dear, your unscrupulousness appals me. 
(Mrs. CassiLis shrugs impatiently) Well, it’s not 
very nice, you must admit. 


Mrs. CASSILIS 
(exasperated) : 


Nice! Of course it’s not nice! Good heavens, 
Margaret, you don’t suppose I like doing this sort 
of thing, do you? I do it because I must, because 
it’s the only way to save Geoffrey. If Geoffrey mar- 
ried her, he’d be miserable, and I won’t have that. 
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Of course, it would be pleasanter to be _ perfectly 
straightforward, and tell the girl I detest her. But 
if I did she’d marry Geoff if only to spite me. So I 
must trap her as she has trapped him. It’s not a 
nice game, but it’s the only possible one. (more 
calmly) Yes, I must be on the best of terms, with 
Ethel. (with a smile of real enjoyment at the 
thought) And you must make friends with that ap- 
palling mother. 
Lapy MARCHMONT 
(firmly) : 
No, Adelaide! I refuse! 


Mrs. CASSILIs 
(crosses to her): 
You must. You must! (takes her two hands 
and looks into her eyes) 


Lapy MAaRCHMONT 
(giving way, hypnotised): 

Very well. I'll do my best. (Mrs. Cassi.is 
drops her hands, and turns away with a sigh of 
velief) But I shan’t come down to breakfast! 
There are limits to my endurance. (plaintive) And 
I do so hate breakfasting in my room. The crumbs 
always get into my bed. 


Mrs. CassILis 
(consoling her): 
Never mind. When we’ve won you shall share 
the glory. 
Lapy MARCHMONT 
(doubtfully) : 
You’re going to win? 
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Mrs. CassILis 


(nods) : 
I’m going to win. I’ve no doubt whatever about 
that. ‘I’ve brains and she hasn’t. And brains 


always tell in the end. Besides, she did something 
this morning which made me sure that I should win. 


Lapy MARCHMONT 
(trying to get back her old lightness of tone): 
She didn’t eat with her knife? 


Mrs. CassILis 
(resolutely serious) : 


No. She yawned. 


Lapy MarcHMONT 
(puzzled) : 
Yawned? 
Mrs. CASSILIs : 


Yes. Three times. When I saw that I knew 
that I should win. 


Lapy MarcHMONT 
(peevish) : 


My dear Adelaide, what do you mean? 


Mrs. CaAssILis : 


Girls like that can’t endure boredom. They’re 
used to excitement, the vulgar excitement of Bohe- 
mian life in London. Theatres, supper parties, 
plenty of fast society. She owned as much this 
morning. Well, down here she shall be dull, oh, 
how dull! I will see to that. The curate shall 
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come to dinner. | And old Lady Bellairs, with her 
tracts and her trumpet. I’ve arranged that it shall 
be a long engagement. She shall yawn to some 
purpose before it’s over. And when she’s bored 
she’ll get cross. You'll see. She’ll begin to quar- 
rel with her mother, and nag at Geoffrey—at every- 
one, in fact, except me. I shall be too sweet to her 
for that. (with a long look into her sister’s eyes) 
And that will be the beginning of the end. 


Lapy MARCHMONT 
(turning away her eyes with something like a 
shiver) : 

Well, dear, I think your plan diabolical. (rising) 

But your courage is perfectly splendid, and I love 
you for it. (lays hand on her shoulder for a moment 
caressingly) And now I’ll go in and get ready for 
lunch. 
(Lapy Marcumont turns to go into the house. As 
she does so the BuTLER comes out, followed by 
MaBeEL in riding habit. Mrs. CAssiLis’s manner 
changes at once. The intense seriousness with 
which she has been talking to her sister disappears 
in an instant, and instead you have the charming 
hostess, without a care in the world, only thinking 
of welcoming her guest and making her comfortable. 
It is a triumph of pluck—and breeding.) 


BUTLER : 
Lady Mabel Venning. 


Mrs. CASSILIS 
(rising) : 
Ah, Mabel dear, how are you? (kisses: her) 
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You’ve ridden over? But you’re going to stay here, 
you know. Haven’t you brought your things? 


MABEL : 
Mamma is sending them after me. It was such a 
perfect morning for a ride. How do you do, Lady 
Marchmont? (shaking hands) 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 


That’s right. | Watson, tell them to take Lady 
Mabel’s horse round to the stables. She will keep 
it here while she is with us. (to MaseL) Then 
you'll be able to ride every day with Geoffrey. (to 
Lapy Marcumont) Poor Ethel doesn’t ride. Isn’t 
it unfortunate? 

LaDy MARCHMONT : 

Very! 

Mrs. CASSILIS : 

She and Geoffrey are down at the strawberry bed 
spoiling their appetites for luncheon. Would you 
like to join them? 


MABEL: 


I think not, thanks. It’s rather hot, isn’t it. I 
think I’d rather stay here with you. 


Mrs. CASSILIS: 
As you please, dear. (they sit) 


MABEL: 


Oh, before I forget, mamma asked me to tell you 
she telegraphed to Uncle Algernon yesterday, and 
he’s coming down next Wednesday. She had a 
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letter from him this morning by the second post. It 
came just before I started. Such a funny letter. 
Mamma asked me to bring it to you to read. 


Mrs. CaSsILis 


(taking letter, and reading it aloud to her sister): 

““ My dear Julia,—I am at a loss to understand to 
what I owe the honour of an invitation to Milverton. 
I thought I had forfeited all claim to it for ever. I 
can only suppose you have at last found an heiress 
to marry me. If this is so I may as well say at once 
that unless she is both extremely rich and extremely 
pretty I shall decline to entertain her proposal. My 
experience is that that is a somewhat unusual com- 
bination. I will be with you next Wednesday.— 
Your affectionate brother, A. L. Warrington.’’ 
(giving back letter) That’s right, then. And 
now I think I'll just go down to the kit- 
chen garden and tell Geoffrey you’re here. 
(vises) No, ‘don’t come too. You. stay: and 
entertain Margaret. (she goes off by the path lead- 
ing to the strawberry beds) 


Lapy MaARCHMONT : 


Dear Major Warrington. He always was the 
most delightfully witty, wicked creature. I’m so 
glad he’s coming while I’m here. Adelaide must 
be sure and ask him over. 

MABEL : 

Uncle Algernon is coming over to dine this day 

week—with mamma. 


Lapy MARCHMONT : 


To be sure; I remember. 
(Enter GEOFFREY quickly from garden.) 
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GEOFFREY : 
Halloa, Mabel. How do you do? (shaking 
hands) I didn’t know you were here. 
MABEL : 
Mrs. Cassilis has just gone to tell you. 


GEOFFREY : 


I know. She met us aS we were coming back 
from eating strawberries. We've been perfect pigs. 
She and Ethel will be here in a moment. I ran on 
ahead. 

Lapy MarRCHMONT 
(rising) : 

Well, it’s close on lunch time. I shall go in and 

get ready. 


(Lapy Marcumont goes off into the house, leaving 

the young people together. They begin to chatter 

at once with the easy familiarity of long acquaint- 
ance.) 


GEOFFREY : 
You rode over? (sitting on the arm of her chair) 


MABEL : 
Yes, on Basil. He really is the sweetest thing. 
I like him much better than Hector. 


GEOFFREY : 
Poor old Hector. He’s not so young as he was. 
MaBEL : 
No. 


(GEOFFREY suddenly remembers that there is some- 
thing more important than horses which he has to 
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say before ETHEL arrives. He hesitates for a 
moment, and then plunges into his subject.) 


GEOFFREY : 
Mabel. . . . There’s something I want to 
ask you. 
MaBEL : 
Is there? 
GEOFFREY : 


Yes. But I don’t know how to say it. (hesitates 
again) 


MaBeEL 
(smiling) : 
Perhaps you’d better not try, then? 
GEOFFREY : 
I must. I feel I ought. It’s about something 
Aunt Margaret said yesterday. . . . (blushing 
a little) Mabel, did you ever . . . did I ever 


did I ever do anything to make you think 
I oe Ee was going to ask you to marry me? 
(looking her bravely in the face) 


MABEL 
(turning her eyes away) : 
No, Geoff. 
GEOFFREY : 
Sure? 
MABEL : 
Quite sure. 


GEOFFREY : 
I’m glad. 
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MaBEL 
(looking up, surprised) : 
Why, Geoff ? 
GEOFFREY : 
Because from what Aunt Margaret said I was 
afraid, without intending it, ’d . . . I-—hadn’t 
been quite honourable. 


MaBEL 
(gently) : 
You have always been everything that is honour- 
able, Geoff. And everything that is kind. 


GEOFFREY 
(relieved) : 
Thank you, Mabel. You’re a brick, you know. 
And we shall always be friends, shan’t we? 


MaBEL : 
Always. (rises) 


GEOFFREY : 
And you'll be friends with Ethel, too? 


MaBEL: 
If she’ll let me. 


GEOFFREY : 

Of course she’ll let you.’ She’s the dearest girl. 
She’s ready to be friends with everybody. And 
she’ll love you, I know. (stands up) You promise? 
(holds out hand) 

MaBEL 
(takes it): 

I promise. 

(Mrs. Cassitis and ETHEL enter at this moment 
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from garden. Mrs. Cassitis has her arm in 

ETHEL’S, and. they make a picture of mutual trust 

and affection which would make LADY MARCHMONT 

scream. Luckily, she is safely in her room washing 

her hands. Mrs. Cassius smiles sweetly at MABEL 

as she speaks, but does not relax her hold on her 
future daughter-in-law.) 


Mrs. CAassILis : 
Not gone in to get ready yet, Mabel? 


MaBEL : 
No. Lady Marchmont only went a minute ago. 


Mrs. CassItis 
(to ETHEL) : 


“You’ve not met Mabel yet, have you? I must in- 
troduce you. Miss Borridge—Lady Mabel Ven- 
ning. (sweetly) I want you two to be great 
friends! (they shake hands) And now come in 
and get ready for luncheon. (they all move towards 
the house as the curtain falls) 


ACT, TI. 


SCENE :—The smoking-room at Deynham. A week 
has elapsed since the last act, and the time is after 
dinner. The room has two doors, one leading to 
the hall and the rest of the house, the other com- 
municating with the billiard-room. There is a 
fireplace on the left, in which a fire burns brightly. 
A writing table occupies the centre of the stage. 
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Further up is a grand piano. By its side a stand 
‘with music on it: Obviously a man’s room from 
the substantial writing table, with the cigar box 
on it, and the leather-covered armchairs. The 
‘* Field’ and the ‘“Sportsman’’ lie on a sofa 
hard by. The room is lighted by lamps. | The 
stage is empty when the curtain rises. Then 
GEOFFREY enters from hall. He crosses to the 
door of the billiard-room, opens it, and looks in. 
Then turns and speaks to Major WARRINGTON, 
who has just entered. from hall. WARRINGTON is 
a cheerful, rather dissipated-looking man of five 
and forty. 


GEOFFREY : 
It’s all right, Warrington. They’ve lighted the 
lamps. 
WARRINGTON : 
Good. | (strolling across towards fireplace) 


GEOFFREY 
(at door of billiard-room) : 
How many will you give me? 


WARRINGTON : 


_ Oh, hang billiards. I’m not up to a game to- 
night. That was only an excuse to get away from 
the women. I believe that’s why" games were in- 
vented. But if you could get me a whisky and soda 
I should be your eternal debtor. Julia kept such an 
infernally strict watch on me'all the evening that I 
never got more than a glass and a half of cham- 
pagne. »A fellow can’t get along on that, can he? 
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GEOFFREY : 

Ill ring. 

WARRINGTON : 

Do. There’s a good fellow. (GEOFFREY rings) 
Every man requires a certain amount of liquid per 
day. I’ve seen the statistics in the ‘‘ Lancet.’’ But 
Julia never reads the ‘‘ Lancet.’’ Women never do 
read anything, I believe. 


GEOFFREY : 
Have another cigar? 


WARRINGTON : 
Thanks. Don’t mind if I do. (takes one and 
lights it) Aren’t you going to? 
GEOFFREY 
(who looks seedy and out of spirits): 
No, thanks. (enter Footman, with whisky and 
soda) Whisky and soda, James. 
FOOTMAN : 
Yes, sir. (puts it on small table and goes out) 
WaRRINGTON : 
Off your smoke? 
GEOFFREY : 
Yes. (pouring whisky) Say when. 
WARRINGTON : 


When. (takes soda) You’re not going to have 


one? 
GEOFFREY : 


No. 
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WARRINGTON : 
Off your drink? 


GEOFFREY : 
Yes. 
W ARRINGTON: 
That’s bad.. What’s the matter? “(selects com- 
fortable easy chair and sits lazily) 
GEOFFREY: 
Oh, nothing. I’m a bit out of sorts, I suppose. 


WARRINGTON : 


How well your mother looks to-night, by the way ! 
Jove, what a pretty woman’ she is! 


GEOFFREY : 
Dear mother. 
WARRINGTON 
(sips whisky meditatively) : 
How does she like this marriage of your’s? 


‘GEOFFREY 
(off-hand) : 
All right. 
W ARRINGTON : 


Ah. (nods) Bites on the bullet. No offence, 
my dear fellow. I like her pluck. 


GEOFFREY 
(exasperated) : 


I assure you, you’re mistaken. My mother’s been 
kindness itself over my engagement. She’s never 
said a word against it from the first. I believe she’s 
the only person in this infernal county who hasn’t. 
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WARRINGTON 2! 
Except myself. 


GEOFFREY : 
_ Except yourself. And you think me a thunder- 
ing young fool. 
WARRINGTON : 
Oh, no. 
GEOFFREY : 

Oh, yes... I could see you looking curiously at me 
all through dinner—when you weren’t eating—as if 
I were some strange beast. You think I’m a fool, 
right enough. 

WARRINGTON 
(stretching himself luxuriously) : 

Not at all. Miss Borridge is a very pretty girl, 
very bright, very amusin’. I sat next her at dinner, 
you know. Not quite the sort one marries, perhaps 
—as a rule 


GEOFFREY 
(crossly) : 


What do you mean? 


WARRINGTON 
(shrugs): 

Anyhow, you’re going to marry her. So much 
the better for her. What amuses me is your bring- 
ing her old reprobate of a mother down here. The 
cheek of it quite takes away my breath. 


GEOFFREY 

(peevish) : 
What’s the matter with her mother? She’s com- 
mon, of course, and over-eats herself, but lots of 
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people do that. And she’s good-natured. That’s 
more than some women are. 


WARRINGTON 
(looking thoughtfully at the end of his cigar): 
Still, she’s scarcely the sort one introduces to 
one’s mother, eh? But I’m _ old-fashioned, no 
doubt. There’s no saying what you young fellows 
will do. | Your code is peculiarly your own. (wan- 
ders across in quest of another whisky and soda) 


GEOFFREY 
(vestively) : 
Look here, Warrington, what do you mean? 


WARRINGTON 
(easily) : 
Want to hit me in the eye, don’t you? I know. 
Very natural feeling. Lots of people have it. 


GEOFFREY 
(sulkily) : 
Why shouldn’t I introduce her to my mother? 


WARRINGTON : 


Well, she’s a disreputable old woman, you know. 
She lived with Borridge for years before he married 
her. The other daughter’s (shrugs shoulders) 
And then to bring her down here and introduce her 
to Julia! Gad, I like your humour. 


GEOFFREY 
(much perturbed at his companion’s news) : 
Are you sure? 


~ 
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WARRINGTON 
(nonchalantly) : 

Sure? Why, it’s common knowledge. Every- 
body knows old Borridge, and most people loathe 
her. I don’t. I rather like her in a way. She’s so 
splendidly vulgar. Flings her aitches about with 
reckless indifference. And I like her affection for 
that girl. She’s really fond of her. So much the 
worse for you, by the way. You'll never be able to 
keep them apart. 

GEOFFREY 
(irritably) : 
Why should I want to keep them apart? 


WARRINGTON : 


Why should you 2? (drinks) | Oh, well, my 
dear chap, if you’re satisfied 


GEOFFREY 
(low voice) : 
Her sister . . .?' Poor Ethel! Poor Ethel! 


WARRINGTON 
(with a good-natured effort to make the best of 
things) : 

My dear chap, don’t be so down in the mouth. 
There’s no use fretting. I’d no idea you were so 
completely in the dark about all this, or I wouldn’t 
have told you. Cheer up. 


GEOFFREY 
(huskily) : 
I’m glad you told me. 
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WARRINGTON : 

To think you’ve been engaged all this time and 
never found it out. What amazing innocence! 
(chackling) “Hal Hal 4" Ha Pat Hat 

GEOFFREY : 


Don’t. (sinks on to sofa with a groan) 


WARRINGTON : 
Sorry, my dear boy. But it’s so devilish amus- 
ing. 
GEOFFREY : 
How blind I’ve been! How utterly blind! 
WARRINGTON 
(shrugs shoulders) : 


Well, I rather like a chap who’s a bit of an ass 
myself. 


GEOFFREY : 
Poor mother ! 
WARRINGTON : 
Doesn’t she know? Not about old Borridge? 
(GEOFFREY shakes his head) She must! Women 


always do. They have an instinct about these 
things that is simply uncanny. It’s often highly 
inconvenient, too, by the way. She probably says 
nothing on your account. 


GEOFFREY 

(dismally) : 
Perhaps so. Or Ethel’s.. She’s been wonder- 
fully kind to Ethel ever since she came down. Per- 


haps that’s the reason. (rises) | After all, it’s not 
Ethel’s fault. 
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WARRINGTON : 


Of course not. (looks at him curiously, then, 
with an instinct of kindliness, goes to him and lays 
hand on shoulder) Well, here’s luck, my dear boy, 
and I won’t say may you never repent it, but may 
you put off repenting it as long as possible. That’s 
the best one can hope of most marriages. 


GEOFFREY 
(drily) : 
Thanks! 
WARRINGTON : 


Well, it’s been an uncommon amusin’ evening. 
Mrs. Herries’ face has been a study for a lifetime. 
And as for Julia’s—oh, outraged respectability ! 
What a joy it is! 

(Further conversation is interrupted by the entrance 

of the other guests from the hall. These are Lapy 

REMENHAM, Lapy Marcumont, Mrs. HeErrigEs, Mrs. 

BorRIDGE, ETHEL, and Mase. Last of all comes 

the Rector, with Mrs. Cassitis. They enter with 
a hum of conversation.) 


RECTOR 
(to his hostess) : 
Well, he’s a disreputable poaching fellow. It’s 
no more than he deserved. 
Mrs. CassIvis 
(nods dubiously) : 
Still, I’m sorry for his wife. 
Mrs. HERRIES ; 


I’ll send down to her in the morning and see if 
she wants anything. 
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Mrs, BORRIDGE 
(beaming with good humour) : 
So this is where you gentlemen have got to! 
GEOFFREY : 
I brought Major Warrington to smoke a cigar. 


Lapy REMENHAM 


(looking fixedly at whisky then at WARRINGTON) : 
Algernon ! 
WARRINGTON 
(protesting) : 
My dear Julia, I believe there is nothing unusual 
in a man’s requiring one whisky and soda at this 
time in the evening. 


Lapy REMENHAM : 
I trust it has been only one. (sits on sofa, where 
she is joined by Lapy MARCHMONT) 
WARRINGTON 
(changing the subject) : 


Whom have you been sending to jail for poach- 
ing now, Rector? No Justice’s justice, I hope? 


RECTOR : 
Old Murcatt. He’s one of Mrs. Cassilis’s ten- 
ants. A most unsatisfactory fellow. He was 


caught red-handed laying a snare in the Milverton 
woods. It was a clear case. (ETHEL stifles a yawn) 


ETHEL: 


I should have thought there was no great harm 
in that. 
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RECTOR : 
My dear young lady! 
Mrs. CAassILis : 


Take care, Ethel dear. An Englishman’s hares 
are sacred. 


Mrs. BorRIDGE: 


How silly! i can’t bear ’are myself. (seats her- 
self massively in armchair in front of piano. An 
awkward silence follows this insult to hares. As 


it threatens to grow oppressive, the ReEcTOR tries 
what can be done with partridges to bridge the gulf) 


RECTOR : 


You'll have plenty of partridges this year, Mrs. 
Cassilis. We started five coveys as we drove here. 


Mrs. CassiLis 
(acknowledging his help with a smile): 

We generally have a good many. (ETHEL, stifling 
another yawn, strolls to piano, opens it, and strikes 
a note or two idly) 

MABEL : 

You play, I know, Ethel. Won’t you play some- 
thing ? 

ETHEL 
(sulkily) : 

No. (turns away, closing piano sharply. An- 

other constrained silence) 


Mrs. HERRIES: 
I saw you out riding to-day, Mabel. I looked in 
at Dobson’s cottage. Poor fellow, I’m afraid he’s 
very ill. 
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MABEL : 


Yes. I was with Geoffrey. We had a long ride, 
all through Lower Milverton and Carbury to Mir- 
stoke. It was delightful. 


‘Mrs. BorripcE 
(to Mrs. HERRIES) : 


Your husband has a lot of that sort of thing to do 
down here, I suppose, Mrs. ’Erris ? 


Mrs. HERRIES 
(with frosty politeness) : 


When: people are ill they generally like a visit 
from a clergyman, don’t they? 


Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(bluntly) : 

Well, there’s no accounting for tastes. My 
*usband, when he was ill, wouldn’t ’ave a parson 
near im. Said it gave ’im the creeps. 

(Another silence that can be felt. | WARRINGTON’S 
shoulders quiver with delight, and he chokes hur- 
riedly into a newspaper.) 


Lapy MARCHMONT 
(crossing to fire, with polite pretence that it is the 
physical, not the social, atmosphere that is freezing 
her to the bone) : 
How sensible of you to have a fire, Adelaide. 


Mrs. CASsILIs 
(throwing her a grateful look): 


It is pleasant, isn’t it? These July evenings are 
often cold in the country. 


(ETHEL stifles a prodigious yawn.) 
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GEOFFREY 
oe (going to.her): 
Tired, Ethel ? 
ETHEL 
(pettishly) : 


No.. (glowers at him., He turns away with slight 
shrug. There is yet another awkward pause) 


Mrs. CASssILis 
(rising nervously) : 

Won’t somebody play billiards? Are the lamps 
lighted, Geoffrey ? 
yet GEOFFREY : 
Yes, mother. 

Mrs. CASSILIS : 


Or shall we play pyramids? Then we can all join 
in. (persuasively) You'll play, Mrs. Borridge, I’m 
sure ? 


Mrs. BoORRIDGE 
(beaming) : 
I’m on. 

Mrs. CASSILIs: 
You, Lady Remenham? 


Lapy REMENHAM : 

No, thanks. Mrs. Herries and I are going to 
stay by the fire and talk about the Rector’s last ser- 
mon. (the Rector raises hands in horror) 

Mrs. CASSILIS : 

You, Margaret ? 
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Lapy MARCHMONT : 
No, really. I’ve never played pyramids in my 
life. 
Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(in high good humour) : 
Then it’s ’igh time you began, Lady Marchmont. 
I'll teach you. 


(Mrs. Cassixis looks entreaty. Lapy MARCHMONT 
assents, smiling.) 


LaDy MARCHMONT : 


Very well. To please you, dear Mrs. Borridge! 
(Lapy Marcumont goes off to billiard-room, fol- 
lowed a moment later by MABEL) 


Mrs. CASSILIS: 
You, Mabel? That’s three. Ethel four. 


ETHEL : 
No, thank you, Mrs. Cassilis. I won’t play. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE: 
Why not, Eth? You’re a nailer at pyramids. 


ETHEL 
(pettishly) : 


Because I’d rather not, mother. (turns away) 


Mrs. BorRRIDGE: 


All right, dearie. You needn’t snap my nose off. 
(goes off to billiard-room with unruffled cheerfulness) 
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Mrs. CassILis : 
Geoffrey five. The Rector six. 


RECTOR: 


Very well, if you won’t play for money. I’ve no 
conscientious objections to playing for money, but 
whenever I do it I always lose... Which comes to 
the same thing. (follows Mrs. BoORRIDGE off) 


Mrs. CassILis : 
You, Major Warrington, of course? 


WARRINGTON 
(laughing) : 
No, thanks. TI shall stay here and flirt with Mrs. 
Herries. se 
Mrs. CASSILIS : 


Very well. How many did I say? | Six, wasn’t 
it? And myself seven. Coming, Geoff? 


GEOFFREY : 


All right, mother. (GEOFFREY looks doubtfully 
at ETHEL for a moment, and-even takes a step to- 
wards her, but she takes no notice of him. Baffled, 
he turns to his mother, who leads him off after the 
others. Lapy REMENHAM settles herself comfortably 
in armchair above the fireplace. Mrs. HERRIES 
takes another by her, and they begin to gossip con- 
tentedly. . ETHEL looks sullenly in their direction. 
WarRINGTON makes a valiant effort to retrieve his 
glass from the mantelpiece, with a view to replen- 
ishing it with whisky) 
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Lapy REMENHAM : 


Now, Mrs. Herries, draw up that chair to the fire, 
and we’ll talk scandal. 


_ WARRINGTON 
(stretching out hand towards glass): 
The Rector’s sermon, Julia! 


Lapy REMENHAM : 


Algernon! (he stops dead) 
(ETHEL seats herself in the armchair behind ‘the 
writing table, puts her elbows on the table, and 
glares into vacancy, looking rather like a handsome 
fury. Presently WARRINGTON joins her. She yawns 
with unaffected. weariness... (WARRINGTON looks at 
her with an amused smile.) 


WARRINGTON : 
Bored, Miss Borridge? 


ETHEL : 
I wonder. 


WARRINGTON 
(draws up chair by her): 
I don’t. (she laughs) Life isn’t very lively down 
here till the shooting begins. 


ETHEL 
(drumming with her fingers on table) : 


I don’t shoot. So I’m afraid that won’t help me 
much. yal 
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WARRINGTON : 
I remember. Nor ride, I think you told me? 
ETHEL 
(yawns) : 
Nor ride. 
WARRINGTON : 
Gad. I’m sorry for you. 


ETHEL 
(looking curiously at him): 
I believe you really are. 


WARRINGTON ; 


Of course I am. 
ETHEL: 


I don’t know about ‘‘ of course.’’? Except for 
Mrs. Cassilis—and poor Geoff—who doesn’t count— 
I don’t find much sympathy in this part of the coun- 
try. Heigho! How they hate me! 


“WarRINGTON 
(protesting) : 
No. No. 
ETHEL : 


Oh, yes, they do. Every one of them. From 
Watson, who pours out my claret at dinner, and 
would dearly love to poison it, to your sister, who is 
glaring at us at this moment. 

(As, indeed, Lapy REMENHAM is doing with some 
intensity. She highly disapproves of her brother’s 
attentions to ETHEL, but, as there is no very obvious 
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method of stopping them, she says nothing. Pre- 
sently she and Mrs. Herries begin a game of 
bezique, and that for the time, at least, distracts her 
attention from her brother’s depravity.) 
WARRINGTON 
(looking up and laughing) : 
Dear Julia. She never had any manners. 
ETHEL : 


She’s no worse than the rest. Mrs. Herries 
would do just the same if she dared. And as for 
Mabel ! 


WARRINGTON : 
Don’t hit it off with Mabel? 


ETHEL: 


Oh, we don’t quarrel, if that’s what you mean, 
or call one another names across the table. I wish 
we did. I could beat her at that. We’re as civil 
as the Devil. (he laughs) What are you laughing 
at? 

WARRINGTON : 
Only at the picturesqueness of your language. 


ETHEL 
(shrugs) : 
Yes, Mabel despises me, and I hate her. 
WARRINGTON : 
Why? 
ETHEL 


(wearily) : 
Because we’re different, I suppose. She’s every- 
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thing I’m not. She’s well-born and well-bred. Her 
father’s an earl. Mine was a bookmaker. 


WARRINGTON : 
Is that all? 


ETHEL 
(bitterly) : 
No. She’s running after Geoffrey. (WarRRING- 
TON looks incredulous) She is! 


WARRINGTON 
(raising eyebrows) : 
Jealous ?. 


ETHEL: 


Yes. Iam jealous. Little beast! (picks up 
flimsy paper knife) I'd like to kill her. (makes 
savage jab with knife. It promptly breaks) 


WARRINGTON 
(taking pieces out of her hand) : 


Don’t be violent. (carries pieces blandly to fire. 
ETHEL stares straight in front of her. Meantime 
Lapy REMENHAM has been conversing in an under- 
tone with Mrs. HerRIES, occasionally glancing 
over her shoulder at the other two. In the sudden 
hush which follows WarRRINGTON’S movement to- 
wards the fireplace her voice suddenly becomes 
alarmingly audible) 


Lapy REMENHAM : 


Such a common little thing, too! And I don’t 
even call her pretty. 


100 THE CASSILIS ENGAGEMENT. 


Mrs. HERRIES: 


It’s curious how Mrs. Cassilis seems to have taken 
to her. 


LaDy REMENHAM : 


Yes. She even tolerates that awful mother. 
(ivritably) What is it, Algernon? 


WARRINGTON 
(blandly) : 


Only a little accident with a paper knife. (Lapy ~ 
REMENHAM grunts. WARRINGTON returns to ETHEL) 


Mrs. HERRIES 
(lowering her voice discreetly) : 


For Geoffrey’s sake, of course. She’s so devoted 
to him. 


Lapy REMENHAM: 


It may be that. I’m inclined to think her mind 
has given way a little. I asked her about it last 
week. (the two ladies drop their voices again to a 
murmur, but ETHEL has heard the last remark or 
two, and looks like murder) 


WARRINGTON 
(sitting by ETneL, and resuming interrupted 
thread) : 


You were going to tell me what makes you think 
Mabel is in love with Geoffrey. 


ETHEL: 
Was I? 


WARRINGTON } 
Weren’t you? 
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ETHEL: 
Well, perhaps I will. 
WARRINGTON : 
Go ahead. 
ETHEL: 


She’s staying here, and they’re always together. 
They ride almost every morning. I can’t ride, you 
know. And Geoffrey loves it. 

WARRINGTON : 

You should take to it. 

ETHEL: 
I did try one day. They were just starting when 
I suddenly said I’d like to go with them. 
W ARRINGTON 
(starting) : 
What did they say to that? 
ETHEL : 


Oh, Mabel pretended to be as pleased as possible. 
She lent me an old habit, and Geoff said they’d let 
me have a horse that was as quiet as a lamb. Horrid 
kicking beast ! 


WARRINGTON : 
What horse was it? 
ETHEL : 
It was called Jasmine, or some such name. 


WARRINGTON : 


Mrs. Cassilis’s mare? Why, my dear girl, she 
hasn’t a kick in her. 
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ETHEL : 


Hasn’t she! . . . Anyhow, we started. So 
long as we walked it was all right, and I began to 
think I might actually get to like it. But soon we 
began to trot—and that was awful. I simply 
screamed. The beast stopped at once. But I went 
on screaming till they got me off. 


WARRINGTON : 
What did Geoffrey say? 


ETHEL: 


Nothing. But he looked terrible. Oh, how he 
despised me! 

WARRINGTON : 

Poor girl. 

ETHEL : 

They brought me back, walking all the way. And 
Geoff offered to give up riding in the mornings if I 
liked. (WaRRINGTON whistles) But, of course, I 
had to say no. So now they go out together every 
day, and often don’t come back till lunch. 


WARRINGTON : 

And what do you do? 

ETHEL 
(wearily) : 

I sit at home and yawn and yawn. (does so) Mrs. 
Cassilis takes me out driving sometimes. She does 
what she can to amuse me. But of course she’s busy 
in the mornings. 

WARRINGTON : 

What does Mrs. Borridge do? 
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ETHEL: 


Lady Marchmont looks after her. I believe she 
gets a kind of pleasure in leading her on and watch- 
ing her make a fool of herself. Old cat! And mother 
sees nothing. She’s as pleased with herself as pos- 
sible. She’s actually made Lady Marchmont promise 
to come and stay with us in London! 

WARRINGTON : 

Bravo Mrs. Borridge! 


ETHEL: 
So I sit here in the drawing-room with a book 
or the newspaper and I’m bored! bored! 
WARRINGTON : 
And Geoffrey ? 
ETHEL : 


He doesn’t seem to notice. If I say anything to 
him about it he just says I’m not well! He’s very 
kind and tries to find things to amuse me, but it’s a 
strain. And so it goes on day after day. Heigho! 
(a short silence) 

WARRINGTON : 


Well, my dear, I admire your courage. 
ETHEL 
(surprised) : 
What do you mean? 
WARRINGTON : 


A lifetime of this! Year in year out. Till you can 
yawn yourself decently into your grave. 
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ETHEL 
(alarmed): __ 

But it won’t always be like this. We sha’n’t live 
here, Geoff and I. 

WARRINGTON : 

Oh, yes, you will. Mrs. Cassilis was talking only 
at dinner of the little house she was going to furnish 
for you both down here, just on the edge of the Park. 
So that you could always be near her. 


ETHEL : 
But Geoff has his profession. 


WARRINGTON : 


His profession is only a name. He makes nothing 
at it. And never will. Geoffrey’s profession is to be 
a country gentleman and shoot pheasants. 


ETHEL: 
But we shall have a house in London as well. 


WARRINGTON 
(shaking his head) : 


Not you. As long as his mother lives Geoffrey will 
be dependent on her, you know. He has nothing 
worth calling an income of his own. And he’s proud. 
He won’t accept more from her than he’s obliged 
even if her trustees would allow her to hand over any- 
thing substantial to him on his marriage—which they 
wouldn’t. 

ETHEL 
(defiantly) : 


I shall refuse to live down here. 
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WARRINGTON : 


My dear, you won’t be asked. You'll have to live 
where Mrs. Cassilis provides a house for you. Be- 
sides, Geoff will prefer it. He likes the country, and 
he’s devoted to his mother. 


ETHEL : 

Phew! 

WARRINGTON : 

Happily, it won’t last for ever. I dare say you'll 
have killed poor Mrs. Cassilis off in a dozen years 
or so. Though you never know how long’ people will 
last nowadays, by the way. These modern doctors 
are the devil. 


ETHEL: 


Kill her off? What do you mean? I don’t want 
to kili Mrs. Cassilis. I like her. 


WARRINGTON 
(looking at her in genuine astonishment) : 


My dear young lady, you don’t suppose you’ll be 
able to stand this sort of thing, do you? Oh, no. 
You’ll kick over the traces, and there’ll be no end 
of a scandal, and Geoff’ll blow his brains out—if he’s 
got any—and she’ll break her heart, and that’ll be 
the end of it. 

ETHEL 
(fiercely) : 

It won’t. 

WARRINGTON : 


Oh, yes, it will. You don’t know what Country 
Society is. The dulness of it! How it eats into your 
bones. I do. 
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ETHEL : 
Does it bore you, too? 


WARRINGTON : 


Bore? It bores me to tears! I’m not a bad lot, 
really. At least, no worse than most middle-aged 
bachelors. But Julia thinks me an utterly abandoned 
character, and I take care not to undeceive her. 
Why? Because I find Milverton so intolerable. I 
used to come down every Christmas. One of those 
ghastly family reunions. A sort of wake without the 
corpse. At last I couldn’t stand it, and did some- 
thing perfectly outrageous. I forgot what, but I 
know the servants all gave warning. So now I’m 
supposed to be thoroughly disreputable, and that 
ass Remenham won’t have me asked to the house. 
Thank Heaven for that. 


ETHEL : 
But Geoff likes the country. 


WARRINGTON : 
I dare say. But Geoffrey and I are different. So 
are Geoffrey and you. You and I are town birds. 
He’s a country bumpkin. I know the breed! 


ETHEL 
(in horror) : 
And I shall have to stand this all my life! All my 
life! (savagely) I won’t! I won’t! 


WARRINGTON 
* i (calmly) : 
ou will? 
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ETHEL : 

I won’t, I tell you!) (WarrRINcTON shrugs) It’s 
too sickening. (pause. She seems to think for a 
moment, then grasps him by the arm, and speaks 
eagerly, dropping her voice, and looking cautiously 
over towards the others) I say, let’s go off to 
Paris, you and I, and leave all this. It’d be awful 
fun. 


WARRINGTON 
(appalled, rising) : 
Hush! Hush! For God’s sake. — Julia’ll hear. 


ETHEL 
(almost in a whisper) : 
Never mind. What does it matter? Let’s go. 
You’d enjoy it like anything. We’ll have no end of 
a good time. 


WARRINGTON 
(shaking himself free, desperately) : 

My dear young lady, haven’t I just told you 
that I’m not that sort at all. I’m a_ perfectly 
respectable person, of rather austere morality than 
otherwise. 


ETHEL 
Rot! You’ll come? (grasping his arm again) 


WARRINGTON : 


No, I won’t. I decline. I can’t go off with the 
girl my host is going to marry. It wouldn’t be 
decent. Besides, I don’t want to go off with any- 
body. 
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ETHEL 
(her spirits dropping to zero): 
You won’t? ; 
WARRINGTON 
(testily) : 
No, I won’t. And, for goodness’ sake, speak 
lower. Julia’s listening with all her ears. 


ETHEL : 
(with a bitter little laugh) : 


Poor Major Warrington! How I scared you! 


WARRINGTON : 


I should say you did. I’m not so young as I was. 
A few years ago, a little thing like that never made 
me turn a hair. Now I can’t stand it. (subsiding 
into chair, and wiping the perspiration from his 
brow) . 

ETHEL : 
You’ve gone through it before, then? 


WARRINGTON : 
More than once, my dear. 


ETHEL 
(dismally) : 
And now you'll look down on me, too. 


WARRINGTON 
(trying to cheer her up): 


On. the contrary, I admire you immensely. In 
fact, I don’t know which I admire more, your pluck 
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or your truly marvellous self-control. To ask me to 
go off with you without letting Julia hear! (looking 
anxiously towards her) It was masterly. 


ETHEL 
(sighs) : 
Well, I suppose I shall have to marry Geoff after 
all. 
WARRINGTON : 
I suppose so. Unless you could go off with the 
Rector? (she laughs shrilly. The, two ladies turn 
sharply and glare) 


ETHEL : 
Now I’ve shocked your sister again. 


WARRINGTON : 

You have. She thinks I’m flirting with you. 
That means I shan’t be asked down to Milverton 
for another five years. Thank heaven for that! 
Ah, here are the billiard players. (he rises, with a 
sigh of relief. The conversation has been amusing, 
but not without its perils, and he is not altogether 
sorry to have it safely over. ETHEL remains seated, 
and does not turn round. The billiard players troop 
in, headed by MABEL, GEOFFREY holding open the 
door for them) 


GEOFFREY 
(to MABEL) : 
You fluked outrageously, you know. 
MABEL 
(entering) : 
I didn’t! 


IIo THE CASSILIS ENGAGEMENT. 


GEOFFREY : 
Oh, yes, you did. Didn’t she, mother? 


Mrs. CAaSSILis 

(smiling at her): 
Disgracefully. 

Mrs. BORRIDGE: 


You’ll soon learn, Lady Marchmont, if you prac- 
tice a bit. 


Lapy MARCHMONT: 
Do you think so? 


Lapy REMENHAM : 
Well, who won, Rector? 


Mrs. BORRIDGE: 

I did! 
Lapy REMENHAM : 

Indeed? (turns frigidly away, losing all interest 

at once) 
Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(obstinately cheerful and friendly) : 
Why didn’t you play, Mrs. ’Erris? 


Mrs. HERRIES 
(frigid smile) : 
I never play games. 


Mrs. BorripceE: 
You should learn. I’d teach you. 
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Mrs. HERRIES 
(who longs to be as rude as Lapy REMENHAM but 
has not quite the courage): 
Thank you. I fear I have no time. (joins Lapy 
REMENHAM again, ruffling her feathers nervously) 


Mrs. CAassILis: 


Ethel, dear, we missed you sadly. I hope you 
haven’t been dull? 


ETHEL 
(with hysterical laugh) : 
Not at all. Major Warrington has been enter- 
taining me. 
RECTOR : 
I suspect Miss Borridge felt there would be no 
opponent worthy of her steel. (ETHEL shrugs her 
shoulders rudely. He turns away) 


Mrs. CassILis 
(as a last resort) : 


I wonder if we could have some music now. 
Mabel, dear, won’t you sing to us? 


MaBEL : 
I’ve got nothing with me. 


GEOFFREY : 
Do sing, Mabel. There’ll be lots of things you 
know here. (opens the piano) Let me find some- 
thing. Schumann? 
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MaBEL 
(shakes head) : 


I think not. (joins him in searching music stand) 


Mrs. CASSILIs : 
Sing us that Schubert song you sang when we 
were dining with you last, dear. 
MABEL : 
Very well. Where’s Schubert, Geoffrey? 
ETHEL 
(to WARRINGTON) : 


Do.you see that? (watching GEOFFREY’s and 
MaBEL’s heads in close proximity. Seems as if she 
were about to jump from her chair. WARRINGTON 
vestrains her by a hand on her arm) 


WARRINGTON : 
Sh! Be quiet, for heaven’s sake. 


ETHEL 

(hisses) : 
The little cat! 

MABEL : 
Here it is. Geoff, don’t be silly. (turns to piano) 

Mrs. CASSILIS : 

Can you see there? 

MABEL : 


Yes, thank you. (she sings two verses of Schu- 
bert’s ‘* Adieu,’ in German, very simply, in a small 
but sweet voice. While she sings the behaviour of 
the guests affords a striking illustration of the Eng- 
lish attitude towards music after dinner. GEOFFREY 
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stands by piano prepared to turn over when required. 
Lapy REMENHAM sits on sofa in an attitude of 
seraphic appreciation of her daughter’s efforts. 
Lapy Marcumont, by her side, is equally enthralled 
—and thinks of something else. Mrs. HERRIES 
gently beats time with her fan. Mrs. Cassi1is- is 
sweetly appreciative. The BorRRIDGES, on the con- 
trary, fall sadly below the standard of polite atten- 
tion required of them. ETHEL, who has begun by 
glaring defiantly at MaBeEL during the first few bars 
of the song, rapidly comes to the conclusion that she 
can’t sing, and decides to ignore the whole perform- 
ance. Mrs. BorripceE begins by settling herself 
placidly to the task of listening. She is obviously 
puzzled and rather annoyed when the song turns out 
to be German, but decides to put up with it with a 
shrug, hoping it will soon be over. At the end of 
the first verse she turns to Mrs. Cassis to begin 
to talk, but that lady, with a smile and a gesture, 
silences her, and the second verse begins. At this 
Mrs. Borripce’s jaw falls, and, after a few bars, 
she frankly dddresses herself to slumber. Her 
purple, good-natured countenance droops upon her 
shoulder as the verse proceeds, and when she wakes 
up at the end it is with a visible start. WarRINGTON, 
meantime, has disgraced himself in the eyes of his 
sister by talking to ETHEL during the opening bars 
of the second verse, and has only been reduced to 
silence by the stony glare which she thenceforward 
keeps fixed upon him till the last bar. In self- 
defence, he leans back in his chair and contem- 
plates the ceiling resolutely) 
GEOFFREY 
(clapping) : 
Bravo! Bravo! 
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RECTOR : 
Charming, charming. 


Lapy MARCHMONT 
(to Lapy REMENHAM) : 


What a sweet voice she has. 


Mrs.’ CassILis : 
Thank you, dear. 


RECTOR 
(to Manet, heartily) : 


Now we must have another. 


GEOFFREY : 
Do, Mabel. 


MABEL ¢ 
No. That’s quite enough. 


RECTOR 
(with resolute friendliness) : 


Miss Borridge, you sing I’m sure? 


Mrs. BORRIDGE: 


Do; dearie. (to Lapy RemenHAM) My girl has a 
wonderful voice, Lady Remling. Quite like a pro- 
fessional. Old Jenkins at the Tiv. used to say she’d 
make a fortune in the ’alls. 


Lapy REMENHAM 


piiteds (frigidly) : 
ndeed: 
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ETHEL: 


I don’t think I’ve any songs anyone here would 
care for. 
Mrs. BorRIDGE: 


Nonsense, dearie.. You’ve lots of songs. | Give 
them ‘‘ The Children’s ’Ome.”’ 


ETHEL 
(rising) : 
Well, [ll sing if you like. 
GEOFFREY 
j (going to her): 
Shall I find you something, Ethel? 


ETHEL 
(snaps) : 
No! 


(GEOFFREY turns away snubbed, and joins MaseEt. 
ETHEL goes to the piano, where she is followed a 
moment later by WarRINGTON, who stands behind 
it, facing audience, and looking much amused as 
her song proceeds. ETHEL tdkes her seat at piano. 
There is a moment’s pause while she darts a glance 
at GEOFFREY standing with MABEL. Then she seems 
to make up her mind, and, without prelude of any 
kind, plunges into the following refined ditty :— 
When Joey takes me for a walk, me an’ my sister 
Lue, 
’E puts ’is arms round both our waists, as lots o’ 


“men will do. 

We don’t allow no liberties, and so we tells 
plain, 

And Joey says ’e’s sorry—but ’e does the same 
again! 


im 


116 THE CASSILIS ENGAGEMENT. 


(Spoken) Well, we’re not going to have that, 
you know. Not likely! We’re not that sort. So 
we just says to ’im :— 


Stop that, Joey! Stow it, Joe! 

Stop that ticklin’ when I tell yer toe. 
You’re too free to suit a girl like me, 

Just you stop that ticklin’ or Ill slap yer. 


When Joe an’ me is man an ’wife—I thinks ’e loves 
me true, 

I ’ope ’e’ll go on ticklin’ me—and leave off ticklin’ 
Lue. 

*E’ll have to leave the girls alone, and mind what 
’e’s about, 

Or ’im an’ me an’ Lucy ’ill precious soon fall out. 


(Spoken) Yes, I’m not going to put up with that 
sort of thing once we’re married. NotI. If ’e 
tries it on I shall just sing out straight :— 


Now then, all of you. (looks across impudently 
towards Lapy REMENHAM, who bristles with indig- 
nation) 


Stop that, Joey! Chuck it, Joe! 

Stop that ticklin’ when I tell yer toe! 
You’re too free to suit a girl like me, 

Just you drop that ticklin’ or Ill slap yer! 


Sings chorus fortissimo, joined by her delighted 
mother and by WARRINGTON, who beats time sonor- 
ously on the top of the piano. For this attention 
she slaps him cordially on the cheek at the last line, 
by way of giving an artistic finish to the situation, 
and then rises, flushed and excited, and stands by 
the piano, looking defiantly at her horrified audience. 
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WaRRINGTON : 
Splendid, by Jove! Capital! 


(That, however, is clearly not the opinion of the rest 
of the listeners, for the song has what is called a 
““mixed’’ reception. The ladies, for the most 
part, had originally settled themselves into their 
places prepared to listen to anything which was set 
before them with polite indifference. A few bars, 
however, suffice to convince them of the impossi- 
bility of that attitude. Lapy REMENHAM, who is 
sitting on the sofa by Lapy MARCHMONT, exchanges 
a horrified glance with that lady, and with Mrs. 
HerrRiES on the other side of the room. MABEL 
looks uncomfortable. The Rector feigns abstrac- 
tion. Mrs. CassiLis remains calm and sweet, but 
avoids everyone’s eye, and more particularly 
GEOFFREY’S, who looks intensely miserable. But 
WaRRINGTON enjoys himself thoroughly, even down 
to the final slap, and as for Mrs. BorrRipGE, her 
satisfaction is unmeasured. She beats time to the 
final chorus, wagging her old head and joining in 
in stentorian accents, finally jumping up from her 
chair, clapping her hands, and crying, ‘‘ That’s 
right, Eth. Give ’em another.’’ In fact, she feels 
that the song has been a complete triumph for her 
daughter, and a startling vindication of old Jenkins’s 
good opinion of her powers. Suddenly, however, 
she becomes conscious of the horrified silence which 
surrounds her. The cheers die away on her lips. 
She looks round the room, dazed and almost fright- 
ened, then hurriedly reseats herself in her chair, 
from which she has risen in her excitement, 
straightens her wig, and—there is an awful pause.) 
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Mrs. CASSILIS 
(feeling she must say something) : 
Won’t you come to the fire, Ethel? You must 
be cold out there. 
ETHEL : 
Thank you, Mrs. Cassilis. I’m not cold. 


WarRINGTON : 
Jove, Miss Borridge, I’d no idea you could sing 
like that. 
ETHEL 
(with a sneer): 
Nor had Geoffrey. 


Lapy REMENHAM 
(rising) : 
Well, we must be getting home. Geoffrey, will 
you ask if the carriage is round. 


GEOFFREY : 
Certainly, Lady Remenham. (ring's) 


Mrs. HERRIES: 


We must be going, too. Come, Hildebrand. 
(rising also) 
Lapy REMENHAM : 
Are you coming with us, Mabel? 


Mrs. CassILis : 
Oh, no, I can’t spare Mabel yet. She has pro- 
mised to stay a few days more. 
Lapy REMENHAM : 
Very well. (enter BUTLER) 
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GEOFFREY : 
Lady Remenham’s carriage. 


BUTLER : 
It’s at the door, sir. 


GEOFFREY : 
Very well. (exit BUTLER) 


Lapy REMENHAM : 


Good-bye, then, dear. Such a pleasant evening. 
Good night, Mabel. We shall expect you when we 
see you. (general leave takings) 


Mrs. HErRRIES: 
Good-bye, Mrs. Cassilis. 


Mrs. BorRRIDGE: 
Good night, Lady Remling. (holds out hand 
with nervous cordiality) 


Lapy REMENHAM : 


Good night. (sweeps past her with icy bow. 
Mrs. BorripceE retires crushed to a chair by fire, 
and consoles herself with illustrated paper) 


Lapy REMENHAM 
(to WARRINGTON, who is devoting his last moments 
to Miss BorrinGE) : 
Algernon. 
WARRINGTON : 
Coming Julia. (to ErueL) See you in London, 
then ? 
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GEOFFREY 
(stiffly) : 
You’ll take another cigar, Warrington—to light 
you home? 


WARRINGTON : 


Thanks. Don’t mind if I do. (GEOFFREY hands 
box) 
Lapy REMENHAM 
(sternly) : 


Algernon. We’re going to get on our wraps. 
(Mrs. CassiLis and Lapy REMENHAM, Mrs. HERRIES 
and the RECTOR, go out) 


WARRINGTON : 


All right, Julia. I shall be ready as soon as you 
are. 
GEOFFREY 
(motioning to whisky) : 
Help yourself, Warrington. (goes out after the 
others) 
WARRINGTON 
(to ETHEL, after helping himself to drink): 
Well, my dear, I’m afraid you’ve done it this 
time ! 
ETHEL : 
Done what? 
WARRINGTON : 
Shocked then: to some purpose! It was magni- 
ficent, but it was scarcely tactics, eh? 


ETHEL : 


I suppose not. (fiercely) But I wanted to shock 
them! Here have they been despising me all the 
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evening for nothing, and when that detestable girl 
with a voice like a white mouse sang her German 
jargon, praising her sky-high. I said I’d show them 
what singing means! And I did! 


WARRINGTON : 


You certainly did! Ha! ha! You should have 
seen Julia’s face when you boxed my ears. If the 
earth had opened her mouth and swallowed you up 
like Korah, Dathan and the other fellow, it couldn’t 
have opened wider than Julia’s. 


ETHEL: 
Well, she can scowl if she likes. She can’t hurt 
me now. 
WARRINGTON : 
I’m not so sure of that. 
ETHEL : 


She’ll have to hurry up. We go to-morrow. 


WARRINGTON : 


Ah, I didn’t know. Well, there’s nothing like 
exploding a bomb before you leave, eh? Only it’s 
not always safe—for the operator. 


GEOFFREY 
(re-entering with Mrs. CassILis) : 
The carriage is round, Warrington. Lady Rem- 
enham’s waiting. 
WARRINGTON : 


The deuce she is. (swallows whisky and soda) 
I must fly. Good-bye again. Good-bye, Mrs. Cas- 
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silis. A thousand thanks for a most interesting 
evening. ae 


(WaRRINGTON goes out with GEOFFREY. Pause. 
ETHEL stands sullen by fireplace.) 


Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(yawning cavernously) : 


Well, I think I shall turn in. Good night, Mrs. 
Cassilis. (general handshakes) Coming, Eth? 


ETHEL: 
In a moment, mother. 


(Mrs. Borrince waddles out, with a parting smile 
from Lapy MaRrcHMONT. GEOFFREY returns from 
seeing WARRINGTON off the premises. Mrs. Bor- 
RIDGE wrings his hand affectionately in passing.) 


Lapy MARCHMONT : 

I must be off, too. And so must you, Mabel. 
You look tired out. (kisses Mrs. Cassitis. GEOrF- 
FREY opens door for them) 

MABEL : 

I am a little tired. Good night. (exeunt Lapy 

Marcumont and MaseEt) 
GEOFFREY : 
Are you going, mother ? 


Mrs. CASSsILIs: 


Not at once. I’ve a couple of notes to write. 
(GEOFFREY crosses to fire. Mrs. CassiLis goes to 
writing table centre, sits facing audience, and 
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appears to begin to write notes. GEOFFREY goes up 
to ETHEL thoughtfully. .A silence. Then he speaks 
in a low tone.) 


GEOFFREY : 


Ethel. 
ETHEL: 


Yes. (without looking up) 


GEOFFREY : 
Why did you sing that song to-night? 
ETHEL 
(with a sneer): 
To please Lady Remenham! 


GEOFFREY: 


But, Ethel! That’s not the sort of song Lady 
Remenham likes at all. 


ETHEL 
(impatiently) : 
To shock her, then. 
GEOFFREY : 
Ethel ! 
ETHEL : 


I think I managed it, too! 


GEOFFREY : 
I don’t understand. You’re joking, aren’t you? 


ETHEL: 
Joking ! 
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GEOFFREY : 


I mean, you didn’t really do it on purpose, to make 
Lady Remenham angry. I’m sure you didn’t. 


ETHEL 
(very distinctly) : 
I tell you I did it on purpose, deliberately, to shock 
Lady Remenham. I suppose I ought to know. 


GEOFFREY 
(astonished) : 


But why? What made you do such a thing ? 
ETHEL 
(savagely) : 
I did it because I chose. Is that plain enough? 


GEOFFREY : 


Still, you must have had a reason. (no answer, 
suspiciously) Did that fellow Warrington tell you 
to sing it? 


ETHEL 
(snaps) : 

No. 

GEOFFREY : 

I thought perhaps. . . . Anyhow, promise 
me not to sing such a song again here. (silence) 
You will promise? 

ETHEL : 

Pooh! 

GEOFFREY : 


Ethel, be reasonable. You must know you can’t 
go on doing that sort of thing here. When we are 
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married we shall live down here. You must con- 
form to the ideas of the people round you. They 
may seem to you narrow and ridiculous, but you 
can’t alter them. 


ETHEL : 


You don’t think them narrow and ridiculous, I 
suppose ? 
GEOFFREY : 
No. In this case I think they are right. In 
many cases. 
ETHEL : 
Sorry I can’t agree with you. 


GEOFFREY 
(gently) : 
Ethel, dear, don’t let’s quarrel about a silly thing 
like this. If you are going to marry me you must 
take my judgment on a matter of this kind. 


ETHEL 
(defiantly) : 
Must 1? 
GEOFFREY : 
Yes. 
ETHEL: 


Then I won’t. So there. I shall do just exactly 
as I please. And if you don’t like it you can do the 
other thing. I’m not going to be bullied by you. 


GEOFFREY 
(reasoning with her) : 
My dear Ethel, I’m sure I am never likely to bully 
you, or to do or say anything that is unkind. But 
on a point like this I can’t give way. 
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ETHEL? 


Very well, Geoff. If you think that you’d Mars 
break off our engagement, that’s all. 


GEOFFREY : 
Ethel! (with horror) 


ETHEL 
(impatiently) : 
Well, there’s nothing to make faces about, is 
there? 
GEOFFREY : 


You don’t mean that. You don’t mean you want 
our engagement to come to an end. 


ETHEL : 
Never mind what J want. What do you want? 


GEOFFREY 
(astonished) : 
Of course I want it to goon. You know that. 


ETHEL 
(gesture of despair): 
Very well, then. You’d better behave accord- 


ingly. And now, if you’ve finished your lecture, 
I’ll go to bed. Good night. . (goes out, with a nod 
to Mrs. CassiLis, who kisses her good night gently. 
GEOFFREY holds door open for her to go out, then 
goes and stands by fire. Mrs. Cassitis,; who has 
watched this scene while appearing to be absorbed 
in her notes, now rises to go to her room) 
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Mrs. CassiLis 
(cheerfully) : 
Weil, I must be off, too! Good night, Geoffrey. 
(kisses him) 
ities 
(absently) : 


Good night, mother.. (Mrs. Cassixts goes slowly 
towards door) Mother. 


Mrs. CaSSILis : 
(turning) : 
Yes, Geoff. 
GEOFFREY : 


Mother, you don’t think I was unreasonable in 
what I said to Ethel, do you? 


Mrs. CASsILIs 
(seems to think it over): 


N >, Geoff. ° 
GEOFFREY : 
Or unkind? 
Mrs. CASSILIS : 
No, Geoff. 
GEOFFREY : 
I was afraid. She took it ‘so strangely. 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 
She’s rather over-excited to-night, I think. And 
tired, no doubt. | (encouragingly) She'll be all 
right in the morning. 
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GEOFFREY : 


You think I did right to speak to her about that 
song? 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 


Quite right, dear. Dear Ethel still has a little to 
learn, and, of course, it will take time. But we 
must be patient. Meantime, whenever she makes 
any little mistake, such as she made to-night, I think 
you should certainly speak to her about it. It will 
be such a help to her! I don’t mean scold her, of 
course, but speak to her gently and kindly, just as 
you did to-night. 


GEOFFREY 
(despondently) : 


It didn’t seem to do any good. 


Mrs. CASSILIs: 


One never knows, dear. Good night. (kisses 
him and goes out. He stands thoughtfully looking 
into the five, and the curtain falls) 


ACT IV. 


SCENE :—The morning-room at Deynham. Time, 
after breakfast next day. A pleasant room, with 
French windows at the back open on to terrace. 
The sun is shining brilliantly. There is a door 
to hall on the left. On the opposite side of the 
room is the fireplace. When the curtain rises 
Mase and GEOFFREY are on the stage. GEOFFREY 
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stands by the fireplace. Mase is standing by 
the open window. He looks rather out of sorts 
and dull. 

MaBEL : 
What a lovely day. 
GEOFFREY 
(absently) : 


2 


Not bad. (pulls out cigarette case) 


MaBEL : 

I’m sure you smoke too much, Geoffrey. 
GEOFFREY 
(smiles) : 

I think not. (enter Mrs. Cassius from hall) 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 
Not gone out yet, dears? Why, Mabel, you’ve 
not got your habit on. 
MABEL : 
We’re not going to ride this morning. 
Mrs. CassILis 
(surprised) : 
Not going to ride? 
MABEL : 


No. We’ve decided to stay at home to-day for 


a change. 
Mrs. CASSILIS: 


But why, dear? 
MABEL 
(hesitating) : 
I don’t know. We just thought so. That’s all. 
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Mrs. CASSILIS : 

But you must have some reason. You and Geof- 
frey haven’t been quarrelling, have you? 
MaBEL 
(laughing) : 
Of course not. 
Mrs. CASSILIs : 

Then why aren’t you going to ride? 


MasBEL : 


Well, we thought Ethel might be dull if we left 
her all alone. 

Mrs. CassILIs : 

Nonsense, dears. J’ll look after Ethel. Go up 
and change, both of you, at once. Ethel would be 
dreadfully grieved if you gave up your ride for her. 
Ethel’s not selfish. She would never allow you or 
Geoffrey to give up a pleasure on her account. 


(crosses to bell) 
GEOFFREY : 
Well, Mabel, what do you say? (going to win- 
dow) It is a ripping day. 
MaBEL : 
If Mrs. Cassilis thinks so. 


Mrs. CASSsILIs: 


Of course I think so. Run away, dears, and get 


your things on. ‘I'll tell them to send round the 
horses. (ring's) 


GEOFFREY : 
All right. Just for an hour. Come on, Mabel. 


THE CASSILIS ENGAGEMENT. 131 


I'll race you to the end of the passage. (they run 
out together, nearly upsetting footman who enters 
at the same moment) 

Mrs. CASSILis : 

Lady Mabel and Mr. Geoffrey are going out rid- 
ing. Tell them to send the horses round. And 
tell Hallard I want to see him about those roses. 
I’m going into the garden now. 

FOOTMAN : 

Very well, madam. (exit Footman) 

(Mrs. CassILis goes out into the garden. A moment 
later Mrs. BORRIDGE and ETHEL come in from the 
hall.) 

Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(looking round, then going to easy-chair) : 

Mrs. Cassilis isn’t here? 

ETHEL 
(sulky) : 
I dare say she’s with the housekeeper. 


Mrs. BoORRIDGE: 


Very likely. (picks up newspaper) Give mea 
cushion, there’s a good girl. (Ernen does so) Lady 
Marchmont isn’t down yet, I suppose. 


ETHEL : 
No. — (turns away) 
Mrs. BorripGE 
(putting down paper): 
What’s the matter, dearie? You look awfully 
down. 
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ETHEL : 
Nothing. (goes to window and stares out into 
the sunlight) 
Mrs. BORRIDGE: 
I wish Lady Marchmont came down to breakfast 
of a morning. 
ETHEL 
(shrugs) : 
Do you? 
Mrs. BorRIDGE: 
Yes. It’s dull without her. She and I are get- 
ting quite chummy. 
ETHEL 
(irritably, swinging round) : 
Chummy! My dear mother, Lady Marchmont’s 
only laughing at you. 
Mrs. BORRIDGE : 
Nonsense, Ethel. Laughing at me, indeed! I 
should like to see her! 
ETHEL : 
That’s just it, mother. You never will. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE : 
Pray, what do you mean by that, miss? 


ETHEL 
(hopeless) : 
Oh, it doesn’t matter. (goes to fireplace and 
leans arm on mantelpiece, depressed) 


Mrs. BorripGeE: - 


Now you’re sneering at me, and I won’t ’ave it— 
have it. (silence) Do you ’ear? 
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ETHEL : 
Yes, I hear. (staves down at fender) 


Mrs. BorRIDGE : 

Very well, then. Don’t let me ’ave any more of 
it. (grumbling to herself) Laughing, indeed! 
(pause. Recovering her composure) Where’s 
Geoffy ? 

ETHEL; 

I don’t know. 

Mrs. BorRIDGE: 

Out riding, I suppose? 


ETHEL : 
Very likely. 
Mrs. BorRRIDGE: 
’E only finished breakfast just before us. 


ETHEL: 


He, mother. 
Mrs. BorRIDGE: 


Dear, dear, ’ow you do go on! You leave my 
aitches alone. They’re all right. 
ETHEL 
(sighs) : 
I wish they were! (pause) You’ve not forgot- 
ten we’re going away to-day, mother? 
Mrs. BorRIDGE : 
To-day? ’Oo says so? 
ETHEL : 
We were only invited for a week. 
Mrs. BorRRIDGE: 
Were we, dearie? I don’t remember. 
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ETHEL : 
Ido. There’s a train at 12.15, if you’ll ask Mrs. 
Cassilis about the carriage. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(flustered) : 


But I’ve not let Jane know. She won’t be expect- 
ing us. 
ETHEL : 
We can telegraph. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE: 
Can’t we stay another day or two? I’m sure Mrs. 


Cassilis won’t mind. And I’m very comfortable 
here. 

ETHEL 

(firmly) : 


No, mother. 

Mrs. BORRIDGE : 
Why not? 

ETHEL 
(exasperated) : 
In the first place because we haven’t been asked. 
In the second, because I don’t want to. 

Mrs. BorripDGE: 

Don’t want to? 


ETHEL 
(snappishly) : 
No. I’m sick and tired of this place. 
Mrs. BorrinceE: 


Are you, dearie? I thought we were gettin’ on 
first rate. 
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ETHEL : 


Did you? Anyhow, we’re going, thank goodness, 
and that’s enough. Don’t forget to speak to Mrs. 
Cassilis. I'll go upstairs and pack. (as she is 
crossing the room to go out Mrs. Casstis enters 
from garden and meets her. She stops. Mrs. 
Cassis kisses her affectionately) 


Mrs. CassiLis : 
Going out, Ethel dear? Good morning. (greets 
Mrs. BorriDGE) 


ETHEL : 
Good morning. 


Mrs. CassILis 
(putting her arm in EtHEL’s and leading her up to 
window) : 
Isn’t it a lovely day? I woke at five. I believe 
it was the birds singing under my window. 


ETHEL : 
Did you, Mrs. Cassilis? (enter Lapy MaRCHMONT) 


Lapy MARCHMONT : 
Good morning, Adelaide. (kisses her) — Late 
again, I’m afraid. (shakes hands with ETHEL) 


Mrs. CassiLis 
(sweetly) : 
Another of your headaches, dear? I’m so sorry. 


Lapy MArRCHMONT 
(ignoring the rebuke) : 
Good morning, Mrs. Sees I hope you slept 
well. 
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Mrs. BoORRIDGE: 


Sound as a bell. But, then, I was always a one- 
ner to sleep. My old man, when ’e was alive, used 
to say ’e never knew anyone sleep like me. And 
snore! Why ’e declared it kep’ ’im awake ’alf the 
night. But J never noticed it. 

6 


Lapy MARCHMONT 
(sweetly) : 
That must have been a great consolation for Mr. 
Borridge. 
Mrs. BORRIDGE : 


Your ’usband snore? 
Lapy MARCHMONT: . 
(laughing) : 
No. 
Mrs. BORRIDGE: 


Thinks it’s low per’aps . ... They used to 
say snorin’ comes from sleepin’ with your mouth 
open, but J don’t know. What do you think? 

Lapy MARCHMONT : 


I really don’t know, dear Mrs. Borridge. I must 
think it over. (Lavy Marcumont takes chair by 
Mrs. BorripcGe. They converse in dumb show. 
Eruet and Mrs. CassiLis come down stage) 


Mrs. CASSsILIs : 
What a pretty blouse you’ve got on to-day, dear. 


ETHEL : 
Is it, Mrs. Cassilis ? 
Mrs. CassILis: 


Sweetly pretty. It goes so well with your eyes. 
You’ve lovely eyes, you know. 
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ETHEL : 
Do you think so? 


Mrs. CAassILis: 
Of course. So does Geoff. 


ETHEL & 
(disengaging herself) : 
Oh, Geoff Well, I must go upstairs. (to 
Mrs. BorRIDGE in passing) Don’t forget, mummy. 
(exit ETHEL) 


Mrs. Borripce: 


What, dearie? Oh, yes. Ethel says we must 
be packin’ our traps, Mrs. Cassilis. 


Mrs. CASsILIs 
(startled) : 

Packing ? 

Mrs. BORRIDGE: 

Yes. She says we mustn’t outstay our welcome. 
She’s proud, is my girlie. 

Mrs. CassILis 
(with extreme cordiality) : 

But you’re not thinking of leaving us? Oh, you 
mustn’t do that. Geoff would be so disappointed. 
And so should I. 

Mrs. BorRRIDGE: 
I don’t want to go, I’m sure. Only Ethel said— 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 
There must be some mistake. I counted on you 
for quite a long visit. 
Mrs. BorRRIDGE: 
Ethel said we were only asked for week. 
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Mrs. CASSILIs : 


But that was before I really knew you, wasn’t it. 
It’s quite different now. 


Mrs. BoORRIDGE 
(purring delightedly) : 
If you feel that, Mrs. Cassilis— 


Mrs. CassILis : 
Of course I feel it. I hope you’ll stay quite a 
long time yet. 
Mrs. BorRRIDGE 
(complacent, appealing to Lapy MarcHMont, who 
nods sympathy) : 
There! I told Ethel how it was. 


Mrs. CAssILIs 
(anxious) : 
Ethel doesn’t want to go, does she? 


Mrs. BorRIDGE : 


Oh, no.  She’d be delighted to stop on. Only 
she thought 


Mrs. CASSILIS 
(determined to leave Mrs. BORRIDGE no opportunity 
to hedge): 
Very well, then. That’s settled. You'll stay 
with us till Geoff and I go to Scotland. That won’t 
be till the middle of August. You promise? 


Mrs. BorRIDGE: 


Thank you, Mrs. Cassilis. I call that real hos- 
pitable! (rising) And now I’ll run upstairs and 
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tell my girl, or she’ll be packing my black satin 
before I’ve time to stop her. .She’s so ’asty. And 
1 always say nothing spoils things like packing, 
especially satins. They do crush so. (Mrs. Bor- 
RIDGE waddles out. As soon as the door closes 
Mrs. CassiLis heaves a deep sigh of relief, show- 
ing how alarmed she had been lest the BORRIDGES 
should really take their departure. For a moment 
there is silence. Then LADY MARCHMONT, who has 
watched this scene with full appreciation of its ironic 
humour, speaks) 


Lapy MARCHMONT : 
How you fool that old woman! 


Mrs. CassILis: 
So do you, dear. 


Lapy MARCHMONT : 

Yes. You'll make me as great a hypocrite as 
yourself before you’ve done. When you first began 
I was shocked at you. But now I feel a dreadful 
spirit of emulation stealing over me. 


Mrs. CASSILIs 
(grimly) : 
There’s always a satisfaction in doing a thing 
well, isn’t there? 
LaDy MARCHMONT : 
You must feel it, then. 


Mrs. CAssILis : 
Thanks. 
Lapy MARCHMONT 
(puzzled) : 
Do you really want these dreadful people to stay 
all that time? 
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Mrs. CASSILIS : 


Certainly. And to come back, if necessary, in 
October. 
Lapy MARCHMONT : 


Good heavens! Why? 


Mrs. CassILIs 
(sitting) : 

My dear Margaret, as long as that woman and 
her daughter are here we may get Geoffrey out of 
their clutches. I thought we should manage it last 
night. Last night was a terrible disillusionment 
for him, poor boy. But I was wrong. It was too 
soon. 

Lapy MARCHMONT : 

By the way, what did that amusing wretch Major 

Warrington advise? 


Mrs. CASSILIs: 

I didn’t consult him. I’d no opportunity.  Be- 
sides, I couldn’t have trusted him. He might have 
gone over to the enemy. 

Lapy MARCHMONT : 
Yes. He was evidently attracted to the girl. 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 
I suppose so. Major Warrington isn’t fastidious 
where women are concerned. 


Lapy MARCHMONT : 
Still, he knew, of course. 


Mrs. CassILis: 


Only what Lady Remenham would have told him. 
However, his visit wasn’t altogether wasted, I think. 
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Lapy MARrcHMONT : 
That song, you mean. 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 

Yes. He gave poor Ethel a glimpse of the Para- 
dise she is turning her back on for ever. London, 
music-hall songs, racketty bachelors. And _ that 
made her reckless. |The contrast between Major 
Warrington, and, say, our dear Rector, can hardly 
fail to have gone home to her. 

(Further conversation is interrupted by the entrance 
of ETHEL, in the worst of tempers. Mrs. CAassiLis 
is on her guard at once.) 


ETHEL 
(bursting out) : 
Mrs. Cassilis 


Mrs. CassILIs 
(very sweetly, rising and going to her): 
Ethel, dear, what is this I hear? You’re not 
going to run away from us? 
ETHEL 
(doggedly) : 
Indeed, we must, Mrs. Cassilis. You’ve had us 
for a week. We really mustn’t stay any longer. 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 
But, my dear, it’s delightful to have you. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(who has followed hard after her daughter and now 
enters, flushed and rather breathless) : 
There, you see, dearie! What did I tell you? 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 
Geoff would be terribly distressed if you went 
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away. He’d think I hadn’t made you comfortable. 
He’d scold me dreadfully. 


ETHEL: 


I don’t think Geoff will care. (Mrs. BorRIDGE 
appeals mutely for sympathy to Lapy MARCHMONT, 
who hastens to give it in full measure) 


Mrs. CASSILIS 
(great solicitude) : 
My dear, you’ve not had any little difference with 
Geoff? Any quarrel? 


ETHEL : 
No. : 
Mrs. CaAsSSILISs: 
I was so afraid 


ETHEL: 


Still, we oughtn’t to plant ourselves on you in 
this way. 


Mrs. BorripceE: 
Plant ourselves! Really, dearie, how can you 
say such things? Plant ourselves ! 


ETHEL : 
Oh, do be quiet, mother. (stamps her foot) 


Mrs. CASSILIS 
(soothing her) : 

Anyhow, you can’t possibly go to-day. The car- 
riage has gone to Branscombe, and the other horse 
has cast a shoe. And to-morrow there’s a dinner 
party at Milverton. You'll stay for that? 


ETHEL: 
You’re very kind, Mrs. Cassilis, but 
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Mrs. CassILis 
(leaving her no time to withdraw) : 
That’s right, my dear. You’ll stay. And next 
week we'll have some young people over to meet 
you, and you shall dance all the evening. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE: 
There, Ethel ! 


ETHEL 
(hopeless) : 
Very well. If you really wish it. 


Mrs. CASSILIs : 

Of course I wish it. I’m so glad. I shan’t be 
able to part with you for a long time yet. (kisses 
her tenderly. But ETHEL seems too depressed to 
answer to these blandishments) 


Lapy MARCHMONT 
(under her breath) : 

Really, Adelaide ! 

Mrs. CAssILis 
(sweetly) : 

Into the garden, did you say, Margaret? (taking 
her up towards window) Very well. The sun is 
tempting, isn’t it? 

(Mrs. Cassiiis and her sister sail out. ETHEL and 
her mother remain, the former in a condition of 
frantic exasperation.) 

ETHEL : 

Well, mother, you’ve done it! 


Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(snapping. She feels she is being goaded unduly) : 
Done what, dearie? 
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ETHEL 
(impatiently) : 
Oh, you know. 
Mrs. BorrIDGE: 


Do you mean about staying on here? But what 
could I do? Mrs. Cassilis wouldn’t let us go. You 
saw that yourself. 


EeTeter”: 
You might have stood out. 


Mrs. BorriIpGE: 


I did, dearie. I stood out as long as ever I 
could. But she wouldn’t hear of our goin’. You 
saw that yourself. 


ETHEL ? 


Well, mother, don’t say I didn’t warn you, that’s 
all. 
Mrs. BorrIpDGE: 


Warn me, dearie? 
ETHEL 
(breaking out): 
That I was tired of this place. Sick and tired of 
it! That it was time we were moving. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(placidly) : 
Is that all? I’ll remember. (pause) How far 
did you get with the packing ? 


ETHEL 
(impatiently) : 
I don’t know. 
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Mrs. Borripce: 
You hadn’t packed my black satin? 


ETHEL : 


I don’t know. Yes, I think so. I’m not sure. 
Don’t worry, mother. 


Mrs. BoOrRRIDGE 
(lamentably) : 


It’ll be simply covered with creases. I know it 
will. Run up at once, there’s a good girl, and shake 
it out. 

ETHEL 
(snaps) : 
Oh, bother. 


Mrs. BorRRIDGE: 


Then I must. How tiresome girls are! Always 
in the tantrums! 


(Poor old Mrs. Borripce ambles out grumbling. 
ETHEL, left alone, sits scowling furiously at the 
carpet and biting her nails. There is a considerable 
pause, during which her rage and weariness are 
silently expressed. Then GEOFFREY and MABEL 
enter, quite cheerful, in riding things. They make 
a curious contrast to the almost tragic figure of 
sulkiness which meets their eyes.) 


GEOFFREY 
(cheerfully) : 


Hullo, Ethel! There you are, are you? 


ETHEL 
(sulky) : 


You can see me, I suppose, 


146 THE CASSILIS ENGAGEMENT. 


- ang lfAaBEL :o, 
We didn’t get our ride after all., 


ETHEL : 
Didn’t you? (turns away) 


MABEL : 
No. Basil has strained one of his sinews, poor 
darling, He’ll have to lie up for a day.or two. 


. GEOFFREY: 


Isn’t it hard luck? It would have been such a 
glorious day for a ride. We were going round by 
Long Winton and up’ to Tenterden’s farm and 


_,, ETHEL 
(snaps) : 

-You needn’t trouble to tell me. . I don’t want to 
hear. (there is an awkward pause after this explo- 
sion) 

MaBEL : 

I think I'll go up and change my habit, Geoff. 
(GEOFFREY nods, and MABEL goes out. .GEOFFREY 
after a moment. goes up to ETHEL, and lays a hand 

gently on her shoulder.) 


GEOFFREY : 
What is it, Ethel? Is anything the matter? 


ETHEL 
(shaking him off fiercely) : 
Please don’t touch me. 


GEOFFREY : 
Something has happened, © What is: it? 
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ETHEL 
(savagely) : 
Nothing’s happened. Nothing ever does happen 
here. 
(GEOFFREY tries to take her hand. . She pulls it 
pettishly away. He slightly shrugs his shoulders. 
A long pause. He rises slowly and turns towards 
door.) 
ETHEL 
(stopping him): 
Geoff ! 
GEOFFREY : 
Yes. (does not turn his head) 


E7HEL® 
I want to break off our engagement. 


GEOFFREY 
(swinging round, astonished, and not for a moment 
taking her seriously) : 
My dear girl! 
ETHEL ; 
I think it would be better. Better for both of us. 


GEOFFREY 
(still rallying her) : 
Might one ask why ? 
ETHEL : 


For many reasons. Oh, don’t let us go into all 
that. Just say you release me and there’s an end. 


GEOFFREY 
(more serious) : 
My dear: Ethel. What is the matter? Aren’t 
you well? 
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ETHEL 
(impatiently) : 
I’m perfectly well. 


GEOFFREY : 

I don’t think you are. You look quite flushed. I 
wish you’d take more exercise. You’d be ever so 
much better. 

ETHEL 
(goaded to frenzy by this well-meant suggestion, 
GEOFFREY’S panacea for all human ills) : 

Geoffrey, you’re simply maddening. Do please 
understand that I know when I’m well and when 
I’m ill. There’s nothing whatever the matter with 
me. I believe you think everything in life would 
go right if only everyone took a cold bath every 
morning and spend the rest of the day shooting part- 
ridges. 

GEOFFREY 
(quite simply) : 
Well, there’s a lot in that, isn’t there? 
ETHEL 
Rubbish ! 
GEOFFREY 
(struck by a brilliant idea) : 

It’s not that silly business about the riding again, 

is it? 
ETHEL 
(almost hysterical with exasperation) : 

Oh, no! no! Please believe that I’m not a child, 

and that I know what I’m saying. I want to break 


off our engagement. I don’t think we’re suited to 
each other. 
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GEOFFREY 
(piqued) : 
This is rather sudden, isn’t it? 


ETHEL 
(sharply) : 
How do you know it’s sudden? 


GEOFFREY : 
But isn’t it? 
ETHEL: 
No. It’s not. 
GEOFFREY 
(struck by a thought) : 


Ethel, has my mother ? 


ETHEL: 
Your mother has nothing whatever to do with it. 
GEOFFREY: 
She hasn’t said anything ? 


ETHEL: 


Your mother has been everything that’s kind and 
good. In fact, if it hadn’t been for her I think I 
should have broken it off before. But I didn’t want 
to hurt her. (GEOFFREY rises, and paces the room 
up and down for a moment in thought. Then he 
turns to her again) 


GEOFFREY : 
Ethel, you mustn’t come to a decision like this 
hastily. You must take time to consider. 
ETHEL : 
Thank you. My mind is quite made up. 
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GEOFFREY : 
Still, you might think it over for a day or two—a 
week, perhaps. It (hesitates)... . . it wouldn’t 
be fair of me to take you at your word in this way. 


ETHEL: 
Why not? 
GEOFFREY 
(hesitates) : 


You might—regret it afterwards. 


ETHEL 
(with a short laugh): 


You’re very modest. 


GEOFFREY 
(nettled) : 

Oh, I’m not vain enough to imagine that you 
would find anything to regret in me. I’m a com- 
monplace fellow enough. But there are other 
things which a girl has to consider in. marriage, 
aren’t there? Position. Money. If you broke off 
our engagement now, mightn’t you regret these 
later on (slight touch of bitterness) however little 
you regret me? 

ETHEL 
(touched) : 


Geoff, dear, I’m sorry I hurt you. I didn’t mean 
to. You’re a good fellow. Far too good for me. 
And I know you mean it kindly when you ask me to 
take time, and all that. But my mind’s quite made 
up. Don’t let’s say any more about it. 


GEOFFREY 
(slowly, and a little sadly): 


You don’t love me any more, then? 
y ) 
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ETHEL: 
No. (decisively) I don’t love you any more. 
Perhaps I never did love you really, Geoff. I don’t 


know. 


. GEOFFREY : 
I loved you, Ethel. 
ETHEL : 
I wonder. 
GEOFFREY : 
You know I did. i 
ETHEL: 


You thought you did. But that’s not always the 
Many a girl takes a.man’s fancy 


same thing, is it? 
for a moment. -Yet people say one only loves once, 
don’t they? (pause) 
GEOFFREY 
(hesitating again)’: 
I don’t, know how to say it. 
«Dit 


Ethel * 
You'll laugh at me again. 
: you’re sure you’re not doing. this on my 
account ? 
ETHEL: 


On your account? 


GEOFFREY : 
Yes. To spare me. Because you think I ought 
to marry in my own class, as Lady Remenham would 


say? 
ETHEL : 


No. 
GEOFFREY. 


Quite sure? 
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ETHEL 
(nods) : 
Quite. (turns away) 


GEOFFREY 
(frankly puzzled) : 
Then I can’t understand it! 


ETHEL 
(turning on him impatiently) : 

My dear Geoff, is it impossible for you to. under- 
stand that I don’t want to marry you? That if I 
married you I should be bored to death? That I 
loathe the life down here among your highly re- 
spectable friends? That if I had to live here with 
you I should yawn myself into my grave in six 
months ? 

GEOFFREY 
(astonished) : 
Don’t you like Deynham? 


ETHEL: 


No. I detest it. Oh, it’s pretty enough, I sup- 
pose, and the fields are very green, and the view 
from Milverton Hill is much admired. And you 
live all alone in a great park, and you’ve horses and 
dogs, and a butler and two footmen. But that’s not 
enough for me. I want life, people, lots of people. 
If I lived down here I should go blue-mouldy in 
three weeks. I’m town-bred, a true cockney. I 
want streets and shops and gas lamps. I don’t 
want your carriages and pair. Give me a penny 
omnibus. 


i GEOFFREY: 
Ethel ! 
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ETHEL : 
Now you’re shocked. It is vulgar, isn’t it? But 
I’m vulgar. And I’m not ashamed of it. Now 


you know. (another pause. GEOFFREY, in pained 
surprise, ponders deeply. At last he speaks) 


GEOFFREY: 
It’s all over, then? 


ETHEL 
(nodding flippantly) : 

All over and done with. I surrender my claim to 
everything, the half of your worldly goods, of your 
mother’s worldly goods, of your house, your park, 
your men-servants and maid-servants, your aristo- 
cratic relations. Don’t let’s forget your aristocra- 
tic relations. JI surrender them all. There’s my 
hand on it. (stretches it out) 


GEOFFREY 
(pained) : 
Don’t, Ethel. 
ETHEL 
(with genuine surprise): 

My dear Geoff, you don’t mean to say you’re 
sorry! You ought to be flinging your cap in the air 
at regaining your liberty. Why, I believe there are 
tears in your eyes! Actually tears! Let me look. 
(turns his face to her) 

GEOFFREY 
(pulling it away sulkily) : 

You don’t suppose a fellow likes being thrown 

over like this, do you? 
ETHEL : 
Vanity, my dear Geoff! Mere vanity. 
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GEOFFREY 
Bo ii Ay (hotly) : 
s not! 
ETHEL 
(suddenly serious) : 


Geoff, do you want our engagement to go on? 
Do you want to marry me still? ‘(he turns. to her 
impulsively) Do you love me still? (checks him) 
No, Geoff. Think before you speak. On your 
honour! (GEOFFREY is silent.) There, you see! 
Come, dear, cheer up. It’s best as it is. Give me 
a kiss. The last one. (she goes to GEOFFREY and 
holds up her face to be kissed. He kisses her on 
the forehead) And now I'll run upstairs and tell 
mother. (laughs) Poor mother! Won’t she make 
a shine! 

(ETHEL goes out recklessly. GEOFFREY, left alone, 

looks round the room in a dazed way. Takes out 

cigarette case automatically, goes to writing table 

for match. Just as he is lighting cigarette Mrs. 

CassILis enters from garden, followed a moment 

later by Lapy Marcumont. He throws cigarette 
away unlighted.) 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 
All alone, Geoffrey ? 
GEOFFREY : 
Yes, mother. 
Mrs. CaASSILIs : 
Where’s Ethel? 
GEOFFREY : 


Mother—Ethel’s . . . (sees Lapy Marcu- 
MONT. Pause) Good morning, Aunt Margaret. 
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Lapy MarcHMONT : 
Good morning. 


Mrs. CASsILis : 
Well, dear? 


GEOFFREY : 
Mother (plunging into his subject) a terrible 
thing has happened. Ethel was here a moment ago, 
and she has broken off our engagement. 


Lapy MArcHMONT : 
Broken it off! 


Mrs. CAssILis 
(immensely sympathetic) : 


Broken it off, dear? Surely not? 


GEOFFREY : 
Ves. 
Mrs. CassILIs : 
Oh, poor Geoffrey. (going to him) Did she say 
why? 
GEOFFREY 
(dully) : 
Only that it had all been a mistake. She was 
tired of it all, and didn’t like the country, and— 
that’s all, I think. 


Mrs. CassILis 
(anxious) : 

My poor boy. And I thought her so happy with 
us. (laying hand caressingly on his shoulder as he 
sits with head bowed) You don’t think we’ve been 
to blame—I’ve been to blame—in any way, do you? 
Perhaps we ought to have amused her more. 
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GEOFFREY: 


Not you, mother. You’ve always been sweet 
and good to her. Always. She said so. 


Mrs. CASSILIS : 


I’m glad of that, dear. 
(Enter Mrs. BorripGE, furiously angry, followed 
by ETHEL, vainly trying to detain or silence her. 
GEOFFREY retreats up stage, where Mrs. BORRIDGE 
for a moment does not notice him.) 


Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(raging) : 
Where’s, Geoff? . Leave me alone, Ethel. 
Where’s Geoff ? 
ETHEL :, 
He’s not here, mother. And Mrs. Cassilis is. 
Do be quiet. 
GEOFFREY 
(coming between them) : 
I’m here. What is it, Mrs. Borridge? 


Mrs. BORRIDGE: 


Oh, Geoffy, what is this Ethel’s been telling me? 
You haven’t reely broke off your engagement, have 
you? 

ETHEL ? 
Nonsense, mother. J broke it off, as I told you. 
Mrs. BorripcE: 

But you didn’t mean it, dearie. It’s all a mis- 

take. Just a little tiff. 


ETHEL 


(firmly) : 
No! 
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Mrs. BorripGE 
(obstinately) : 


Yes, it is. It’ll blow over. You wouldn’t be so 
unkind to poor Geoffy. 


ETHEL: 

Mother, don’t be a fool. It doesn’t take any- 
body in. Come upstairs and let’s get on with our 
packing. 

Mrs. BorRIDGE 
(stamps foot): 

Be quiet, Ethel, when I tell you. Lady March- 
mont, won’t you speak to her? Undutiful girl. I 
should like to whip her! (ETHEL turns away, in 
des pair) 

Lapy MarcHMONT 
(soothingly) : 

Ah, well, dear Mrs. Borridge, perhaps young 

people know hest about these things. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(excited and angry): 
Know best! know best! How should they know 
best? They don’t know anything.  They’re as 
ignorant as they are uppish. (growing tearful) And 


to think ’ow I’ve worked for that girl! ’Ow I’ve 
slaved for ’er, denied myself for ’er. (breaking 
down) I did so want ’er to be respectable. I 


’aven’t always been respectable myself, and I know 
the value of it. (subsides into chair, almost hysteri- 
cal, and no longer realising what she is saying) 


ETHEL : 
Oh, hush, mother! 
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Mrs. BOrRRIDGE 

(angry again) : 
I won’t ’ush, so there! I’m your mother, and 
I won’t be trod on. IJ find someone to marry you— 
a better match than ever you'll find for yourself, 
miss—and this is ’ow I’m treated! (begins to cry) 


ETHEL 
(taking her arm) : 


Mother, mother, do come away. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(breaking down altogether) : 


And now to ’ave to begin all over again. And 
young men ain’t so green as they used to be. Not 
by a long way. They’re cunning most of them. 
They take a deal of catchin’. And I’m gettin’ an 
old woman. Oh, she might ’ave spared me this. 


Mrs. CAssILis 
(almost sorry for her): 


Mrs. Borridge—Mrs. Borridge. 


Mrs. BORRIDGE 
(refusing to be comforted) : 

But she’s no natural affection. | That’s what it 
is. She doesn’t love ’er mother. She’s ’eadstrong 
and wilful, and never paid the least attention to 
what I told ’er. (burst of tears) But I do think she 
might ’ave let ’im break it off. Then there’d ’ave 
been a breach of promise, and that’s always some- 


thing. That’s what I always say to girls: ‘‘ Leave 
them to break it off, dearies. And then there’ll be 
a bréach of promise, and damages.’’ That’s if 


you’ve got something on paper. But (fresh burst 
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of tears) she never would get anything on paper. 
She never paid the least regard to her old mother. 
She’s an undutiful girl, and that’s ’ow itis. (goes 
off into incoherent sobs) 


BUTLER : 
Lady Remenham. 


Mrs. CASssILis 
(rising hastily) : 

The drawing-room, Watson. (she is, however, 
too late to stop Watson from showing in Lapy 
REMENHAM) 

Lapy REMENHAM 
(sailing in, with breezy cheerfulness) : 

How do you do, Adelaide? How do you do, Mar- 
garet? I’ve just driven Algernon to the station, 
and I thought I’d leave this for you as I passed. 
(gives book) 


Mrs. BorRIDGE: 


She’s an undutiful daughter. That’s what she is. 
(snorting and sobbing) 


Lapy REMENHAM 
(perceiving for the first time that something unusual 
is going on): 

Eh? 

Mrs. CASSILIs: 

Mrs. Borridge is not quite herself just now. Dear 
Ethel has decided that she does not wish to continue 
her engagement to my son, and Mrs. Borridge has 
only just heard the news. 


Lapy REMENHAM : 
(scarcely able to believe her ears) : 


Not wish ! 
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Mrs. Cassis 
(hastily, checking her) : 


No. This has naturally upset us all very much. 
It was so very sudden. 


Lapy REMENHAM : 


Well, I must say (luckily she does not do so, 
but takes refuge in silence) 


Mrs. BorrIDGE 
(burst of grief): 

Oh, why didn’t she get something on paper? 
Letters is best. Men are that slippy! I always 
told her to get something on paper. (breaks down 
completely) 

ETHEL : 


Come away, mother. (takes her firmly by the 
arm) Will you please order the carriage, Mrs. 
Cassilis. (leads Mrs. BorripGE off, sobbing and 
gulping to the last) 


Lapy REMENHAM 


(sitting down, with a triumphant expression on her 
amiable countenance) : 


Geoffrey, will you tell the coachman to drive round 
to the stables? J shall stay to luncheon! 


(It is impossible adequately to represent the tone in 
which LAaby REMENHAM announces this intention. It 
is that of a victorious general occupying the field, - 
from which he has beaten the enemy with bag and 
baggage. Luckily, Grorrrey is too depressed to 
notice anything. He goes out without a word— 
urtain falls.) 
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